




THE WORLD’S DESHIE 


fir 

ir, RIDER HAGGARD 

AKD 

ANDREW LANG. 


NEW EDITION 

WITH TWENTY-SEVEN ILLUSTRATIONS 
FROM DRAWINGS BY MAURICE QREIPFENHACEN 


LONDON : 

LONGMANS, GREEN, AND CO. 

1894. 


[JJI rights reserved ] 



KiCflARU Cl AV AND S4>Ni<, I.IMlTFIi, 
L.ONPON AND UL'NGAY* 



TO 

W. B. RICHMOND, A.R.A. 




PREFACE TO NEW EDITION. 


The period iu which the story of Tlu florid’s Desire 
is cast, was a period when, as Miss Broddon remarks of 
the age of the Piantagenets, “ anything might happen.” 
Recent discoveries, mainly by Dr. Schliemann and 
Mr. Flinders Petrie, have shown that there really was 
much intercourse between Heroic Greece, the Greece 
of the Achaeans, and the Egypt of tlie Ilamessids. 
This connection, rumoured of in Greek legends, is 
attested by Egyptian relics found in the graves of 
Mycenae, and by very ancient Levantine ppttery, found 
in contemporary sites in Egypt. Homer himself 
shows us Odysseus telling a feigneil, but obviously not 
improbable, tale of an Achaean raid on Egypt. Mean- 
while the sojourn of the Israelites, with their Exodus 
from the land of bondage, though not yet found to 
be recorded on the Egyptian monuments, was probably 
part of the great contemporary stir among the peoples. 
These events, which are only known through Hebrew 
texts, must have worn a very different aspect in 
the eyes of Egyptians, and of pre-historic Achaean 
observers, hostile in faith to the Children of Israel. 
The topic has since been treated in fiction by Dr. 
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£bers» in liis Josima. In such a twilight age, fancy 
has free play, but it is a curious fact that, in this 
romance, modern fancy has accidentally coincided with 
that of ancient Greece. 

Most of the novel was written, and the apparently 
un-Greek” marvels attributed to Helen had been 
put on paper, when a part of Furtwangler*s recent 
great lexicon of Mythology appeared, with the article 
on Helen. The authors of The World's Desire read 
it with a feelintr akin to amazement. Their wildest 
inventions about the Daughter of the Swan, it seemed, 
had parallels in the obscurer legends of Hellas. There 
actually is a tradition, preserved by Eustathius, that 
Paris beguiled Helen by magically putting on the 
aspect of Menelaus. There is a mediaeval •parallel in 
the story of Uthor and Ygerne, mother of Arthur, and 
the classical case of Zeus and Amphitryon is familiar. 
Again, the blood-dripping ruby of Helen, in the tale, 
is mentioned by Servius in his commentary on Virgil 
(it was "pointed out to one of the authors by Mr. 
Mackail). But we did not know that the Star of the 
story was actually called the Star-stone ” iu ancient 
Greek fable. The many voices of Helen are alluded to 
by Homer in the Odyssey : she was also named Echo^ in 
old tradition. To add that she could assume the aspect 
of every man's hrst love was easy. Goethe introduces 
ti^vsame quality in the fair witch of his Walpurgis 
^ Nachtf A respectable portrait of Meriamun’s secret 
counsellor exists, in pottery, in the British Museum, 
though, as it chances, it was not discovered by us 
until after the publication of this romance. The 
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l^iestrygoman of the Last Battle is introduced as a 
pre-historic Norseman. Mr. Gladstone, we think, was 
perhaps the fii*st to point out that tlio Laeatrygonians 
of the Odymy, with their home on a fiord in tlio 
Land of the Midnight Sun, were probably derived 
from travellers* tales of the North, borne with the 
amber along the immemorial Sacred Way. The Magic 
of Meriamun is in accordance with Egyptian ideas; 
her resuscitation of the dead woman, Hataska, has a 
singular parallel in Reginald Scot's Discovery of Witch- 
craft (1584), where the spell ''by the silence of the 
Night** is not without poetry. The general conception 
of Helen as the Wr)rld*s Desire, Ideal Beauty, lias 
been dealt with by M. Paul de St. Victor, and Mr, 
J. A. Symonds. For the rest, some details of battle, 
and of wounds, which must seem very "un-Greok** to 
critics ignorant of Greek literature, are borrowed from 
Homer. 

H, R. H. 

A. r? 
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Come witli xm, ye wliosc hearts are set 
On thi^y the Present to forget ; 

Come read tli3 things whereof ye know 
Jliey %oere rioty aitd could uot be bo I 
The itixirmur of the fallen creeds. 

Like winds among wind -shaken reeds 
Alollg the banks of holy Nile, 

Shall echo in your ears the while ; 

The fables of the North and South 
Shall mingle in a modern mouth; 

The fancies of the*Wcst and K»ist 
' Shall Hock and il^ abortit the feast 
Like doves that cooled, witli waving wing. 
The banquets of the Cyprian king. 

Old shapes of song that do not die 
Shall haunt the halls of memory. 

And though the Bow shall prelude clear 
Shrill as the song of Qunnar’s spear, 

Thiire answer sots from lute and Jyro 
»That znurmsired of The World’s Besire. 

There lives no man but he batb seen 
The World's Desire, the fairy queen, m 
None but hath seen her to his cost. 

Not one but loves what be has lost. 

None is there but bath beard ber sing 
Divinely through his wandering ; 

Not one but be hath followed far 
The portent of the Bleeding Star ; ^ 

Not one but he batb chanced to wake. 
Dreamed of the Star and found the Snake, 
Vet, through his dreams, a wandering Hre. 
Still, still she flits, Tjss Woaz.i>*s Desibr I 



BOOK I. 

CHAPTER 1. 

TBE SILENT ISLE. 

Across the wide backs 
of the waves, beoeath t|ie 
mountains, and between 
the islands, a ship came 
stealing from the dark 
into the dusk, and from 
the dusk into the dawn. 

The ship had but one 
mast, one broad brown 
sail with • a star em- 
broidered on it in gold; 
her stem and stern were 
built high, and curved 
like a bird’s beak; her 
prow was painted scarlet, 
and she was driven by oars as well as by:|he western wind. 

A roan stood alone on the half-deck at the bows, a 
man who looked always forward, through the night, and 
the twilight, apd the clear morning. He was of no 
great stature, but broad-breasted and very wide- 
shouldered, with many signs of strength. He had blue 
eyes, and dark curled locks falling beneath a red cap 
such as sailors wear, and over a purple cloak, fastened 
with a brooch of gold. There were threads of silver in 
his curlsi and his beard was decked with white. His 
whole h«u:t was following his eyes, watching first for 
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the blaze of the island beacons out of the darkness, 
and, later, for the jsmoke rising from the far-off bills. 
But he* watched in vain ; there was neither Hght nor 
smoke on the gray peak that lay clear agaii^t a field 
of yellow sky., ^ 

There was no smoke, no fire, no sound of voices, nor 
cry of birds. The isle was deadlj^ still. 

As they neared the coast, and neither heard nor saw 
a sign of life, the man’s face fell. The gladness went 
out of his eye% his features grew older with anxiety 
and doubt, and with longing for tidings of his home. 

No man ever loved his home more than he, for this 
was Odysseus, the son of Laertes — whom some call 
pMfysses — returned from^his unsung second wandering. 
The whole world has heard the talc of his fiiSt voyage, 
how he was tossed for ten years on the sea after the 
ta||||fg of Troy, how he reached home at last, alone and 
disguised as a beggar; how he found violence in his 
house, how he slew his foes in his own hall, and won 


his wife i«gain. But even in his own country he was 
not permitted tu*. rest, for there was a curse upon him 
and a labour to be accomplished. He must wander 
again till he reached the land of men who had 
never tasted salt, nor ever heard of thesSalt sea. There 
ho must sacrifice to the Sca-God, and then, at last, set 
his face homewards. Now he had endured that curse, 
he had fulfilled the prophecy, he had angered, by mis- 
^venture, the Goddess who was his friend, and after 
adventures that have never yet been ^ told, he had 
Vrrived within a bowshot of Ithaca. 

He came from strange counteies, from the Gates of 
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the Sun’ and the White Bock, fr<^i the PasBing Place 
of Souls and the people of Dreams. 

But hfe found his own isle mdro still and strange by far. 
The realm of Dreams was not so dumb, the Gatos of the 
Sun were not so still, as the shores of the familiar island 
beneath the rising dawn. 

This story, whereof the substance was set out longl 
ago by Rei, the instructed Egyptian priest, tells what 
he found there, and the tale of the last adventures of 
Odysseus, Laertes’ son. 

The ship ran oi^ and \von the well-known haven, 
sheltered from wind by two headlands of sheer cliff. 
There she sailed straight in, till the leaves of the broad 
olive tree at the head of the inlet were tangled in 
cordage. ‘Then the Wanderer, without once looking 
back, or saying one word of farewell to his crew, caught 
a bough of the olive tree with his hand, and swung 
himself ashore. Here he kneeled, and kissed the c^th, 
and, covering his heSid within his cloak, he prayed that 
he might find his house at peace, his wif%dcar and 
true, and his son wortliy of him. 

But not one word of his prayer was to bo granted. 
The Gods give and take, but on the earth the Gods 
cannot restore., ' 

When he rose from Ijis knees he glancedjback across 
the waters, but there was now no ship in the haven, 
nor anjr sign of a sail upon the seas, * 

And still the land was silent ; not even the wild birds 
cried a welcome. .4, ^ , 

The sun was hardly up, men were scarce awake, tl^ 
Wanderer said to himself; and be set a Sj^ut hoai*^ 
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to the steep ^ath leading up the hill, over the wolds 
and across the ridge of rock that divides the twp masses 
of the island. Up efimbed, purposing, as of old, to 
seek the house of his faithful servant, the swineherd, 
and learn from him the things of his home. On the 
brow of a hill he stopped to rest, and looked down on 
house of the servant. But the strong oak paUsade 
was broken, no smoke came from tlie hole in the 
thatched roof, and, os he approached, the dogs did not 
run balking, as sheep-dpgs do, at the stranger. The 
very path to the house was overgrown, and dumb with 
gi*ass; oven a dog’s keen ears could scarcely liavc heaid 
a footstep. 

I^ie door of the swineherd’s hut was open, but all 
was dark within. The spiders had woven a ‘’glittering 
web acr6$s the empty blackness, a sign that for many 
days no man had entered. Then tlie Wanderer shouted 
twice, and thrice, but the only answer was an echo from 
the liill. He went in, hoping to find food, or perhaps a 
spark of 4re sheltered under the dry leaves. But all 
was vacant and cold os death. 

The Wanderer came forth into the warm sunlight, 
set his face to the hill again, and went on his way to 
the ciif of Ithaca. ^ 

H|Naw tile sea from the hill-top glittering as of yore, 
but there ^ere no brown sails of fisher-boats on the sea. 
All the hsA that should now have waved with the 
•frliite ft>ni^was green with tangled weeds. Half-way 
down the ruggtd path a grove of dders, and the 
Tytaih into which ^ater flowed fnnu the old fountain of 
the Nymj|&. But no maidens were there with their 




*TO(f SOON Hfe SAW TKA^ THE llQ^FS WEUN fi^OLBSS, AND ALL THE 
CaiTBT WAS DEEP IN Wmh/ # 
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pitchers; the basin was broken, and green with ino\ild ; 
the watet slipped through the crevices snd hurried to 
the sea. There were no offerings of wayfarers, rags and 
pebbles, by the well; and on the altar of the Nymphs 
the flame had long been cold. The very ashes were 
covered with grass, and a branch of ivy had hidden the 
Stone of sacrifice. 

On the Wandered pressed with a heavy heart ; now 
the high roof of his own hall and the wide fenced courts 
were within his sight, and he harried forward to know 
the worst. 

Too soon he saw that the roofe were smokeless, and 
all the court was deep in weeds. Where the altar of 
Zeus had stood in the midst of the court there was now 
no altar, but a great, gray mound, i^ot of e^h, but of 
white dust mixed with black. Over this mound tifie coarse 
grass pricked up scantily, like thin hair on a leprosy. 

Then the Wanderer shuddered, for out of the gray 
mound peeped the charred black bones of the dead. 
He drew near, and, lo I the whole heap was of nothing 
than the ashes of men and women. Death bad 
busy here : here many people, had perished of a 
pestilence. They had all been consumed on one funerd 
fire, while they, who laid them there must have fled, f* 
there was no sign of living man. The doors gaped 
open, and none entered, and none came forth. The 
house was dead, like the people who had dwelt in it. 

Then the Wanderer paused where onco 1j)0 old ^ 
hound Argos had w^^med him and had died in that 
wdeome. There, unwelcom^d, be stood, leaning on his 
iiaff. 1 !%ieii a sudden ray of the sun fell on something 
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that glittered in thp heap, and he touched it with the 
end of the staff he J;^d in his hand. It slid jingling 
from the heap ; it was a hone of a fore^arm, and that 
which glittered on it was a half-molten ring of gold. 
On the gold these characters were engraved : 

IKMAAIOS MBnOIESEN. 

(IcmaliOB made me.) 








I . 

strength was suakf.x with sodding.’ 

At tho sight of the armlet'the Wanderer fell on the 
earth, grovelling among the ashes of the pyre, for he 
bne^ ^e gold ring which he had brought from Epbyre 
^ long agp, for a gift to his wife Penelope. This was the 
bracelet of the biido of his yout^.end here, a mockery 
and a terror, were thosO kind arms in which he had 
laioL Then bis strength was shaken with sobbing, 
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and his hands clutched blindly before liirn, and he 
gathered dust and cast it upon his head till the dark 
locks were defiled with the ashes of his dearest, and he 
longed to die. 

There he lay, biting his hands for sorrow, and for 
wrath against God and Fate. There he lay while the 
sun in the heavens smote him. and he knew it not; 
while the wind of the sunset stirred in his hair, arid ho 
stirred not. He could not even shed one tear, for this 
was the sorest of all the soriK)W6 that he had known 
on the waves of the sea, or on land among the wars 
of men. 

The sun fell and the ways wore darkened. Slowly 
the eastern sky grew silver with tlic moon. A night- 
fowl’s voice was heard from afar, it^drew nearer; then 
through the shadow of the pyre the black wings flut- 
tered into the light, and the carrion bird fixed its talons 
and, its beak on the Wanderer’s neck. Then ho moved 
at length, tossed up an arm, and caught the bird of 
darkness by the neck, and broke it, and dashed it on 
the ground. His sick heart was mad with the little 
'sudden pain, and he clutched for tlife knife in his girdle 
that he might slay himself, but he was unarmed. 
last he rose, muttering, and stood in the moonlight, like 
a lion in some ruinous palace of forgotten kings. He 
was faint with hunger and weak, with long lamenting, 
as he stepped within his own doors. There liejpauaerl 
on that high threshold of stone where once he had sat 
‘ in the disguise of a beggar, that very threshold whence, 
on another day, he bad shot the shafts of doom among 
the wooers of his wife and the wasters of his home. 
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But now his wife was dead : all his voyaging was ended 
here, and all his wars ^|re vain. In the , white light 
the house of his kingsiiSp was no more than the ghost 
of a home, dreadful, unfamiliar, empty of warmth and 
love and light. The tables were fallen here and there 
through the long hall; mouldering bones, from the 
funeral feast, and shattered cups and dishes lay in one 
confusion; the ivory chairs were broken, and on the 
walls the moonbeams glistened now and again from 
points of steel and blades of bronze, though many 
swords were dark with rust. 

But there, in its gleaming case, lay one thing friendly 
and familiar. There lay the Bow of Eurytus, the bow 
for which great Heracles had slain his own host in 
bis halls ; the dreadful bow that no mortaf man but 
the Wanderer could bend. He was never used to carry 
this precious bow with him on shipboard, when he went 
to the wars, but treasured it at home, the memorial 
of a dear friend foully slain. So now, when the voices 
of dog, and slave, and child, and wife vrere mute, there 
yet came out of the stillness a word of welcome to the 
. Wlmderor. For this bow^, which had thrilled in the 
gtip of a god, and had scattered the shafts of the 
vengeance of Heracles, was wondrously made and 
magical. A spirit dwelt within it which knew of 
things'V) come, which |;K>ded l^he battle from afar, and 
always before the slaying of men the bow 
strangely through the night The voice of it was 
thin and shrill, a ringing and a singing of the string 
and of the%ow. While the Wanderer stood and looked 
on his weapon, hark! the bow began to thrill 1 The 
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sound was faint at first, a thin note, but as ho listened 
the voice of it in that silence gihew clear, strong, angry, 
and triumphant. In his ears and to his heart it seemod 
that th^ wordless chant rang thus— 

Keen and low 
Doth the arrow sing 
The Song of the Bow, 

The sound of the string. 

The shafts cry shrill : 

Let ns forth again, 

Let us feed onr fill 
On the flesh ot men. 

Greedy and fleet 
Do we fly from far. 

Like the birds that meet 
For the feast of war, 

Till the air of fight 
With our wings be stirred, 

As it whirrs from the flight 
Of the ravening bird. 

Like the flakes that drift 
On the snow-wind’s breath, 

Many and swift, 

And winged for death — 

Greedy and fleet, 

Do M e speed from far. 

Like the birds that meet 
On the bridge of war 
Fleet as ghosts that wail, ^ 

When the dart strikes tme, 

Do the swift shafts hail, 

Till they difnk wajrm dew. 

Keen and low 
Do the gray shafts sing 
Tlie Song of the Bow, 

The Bonnd of the string. 

This was the message of Deiftb, and this was the first 
sound that bad broken the stillness of his home. 

At the .welcome of this music which spoke to tiis hearh 
—this mitsic be had heard so many a time — the Wan- 
derer knew that there was war at hand, “Ste knew that 
the wings of his arrgws should be swift to fly, and their 
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beaks of bronze were whetted to drink the blood of 
men. He pat out hisiiand and took the bow, and tried 
the string, and it answered shrill as the song of the 
swallow. 

Then at length, wh6||^e heard the bowstrii^ twang 
to his touch, the fountains of his sorrow wfre tinsealed ; 
tears came like soft rains on a frozen land, and the 
Wanderer wept. 

When he had his fill of weeping, he^rose, for hunger 
drove- Mm — hunger that is of all things the most shame- 
less, being stronger far th*an sorrow, or love, or any other 
desire. The Wanderer found his way through the 
narrow door behind the dais, and stumbling now^nd^ 
agiiin over fallen fragments of the home which he 
himself had built, he went to the inner, se^et store- 
house. Even he could scarcely find the door, for sap- 
lings of trees had grown up about it ; yet he found it at 
last. Within the holy well the water was yet babbling 
and shining in the moonlight over the silver sands ; and 
here, too, there was store of mouldering grain; for 
the house had<boen abundantly rich when the great 
plague fell upon the people while he was far away. 
So he found food to satisfy his^ hunger, after a sort, f 
and next he gathered together ont of hig treasure-chest 
the beautiful golden armour of ^nhappy Paris, son of 
Priami^ the f|fiie love of fair Helen. These arms had 
been^ken at the sack' of Troy, and had lain long in 
th§ tfeiisury of Menelaus in Sparta ; but on a day he 
bad. given them to Odysseus, the dearesf of all his 
guesta '^Tbe Wanderer clad himself in this golden 
iirear» and took the sword called * Euryalus’s QifV a 
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bronze blade with a silver hilt, and a sheath of ivory, 
which a stranger had given him in a far-off land. 
Already the love of life had come bark to him, now 
that he had eaten and drunk, and had heard the Sung 
of the Bbw, the Slayer of Men. He lived yet, and 
hope lived ih him though his house was desolate, and 
his wedded wife was dead, and there was none to 
give him tidings of his one child, Telemacbus, Even 
so life beat strcAig in his heart, and his hands would 
keep his head if any sea-robbers had come to the city of 
Ithaca and made their home thiire, like hawks in the 
forsaken nest of an eagle of the sea. So he clad himself 
In his armour, and chose out two spears from a stand of 
lances, and cleaned them, and girt about his shouldeA a 
quiver ful^ of shafts, and took in hand his great bow, 
the Bow of Eurytus, which nd* other man could bend. 

Then he went forth from the ruined house into the 
moonlight, went forth for the last time ; for never again 
did the high roof echo to the footstep of its lord. Long 
has the grass grown over it, and the sea-wind wailed 1 



CHAPTER ir. 

THE VISION OF THE WORLD’S DESIRE. 

- Tbb« fragrant nigHb Was clear and still, the silence 
' scarce broken by the lapping of the waves, as the 
Wande^r went down from his fallen home to the city 
ott the sea, walking warily, and watching for any light 
from the houses of the people. But th^^ere all as 
dark as bis own, many of them roofless and ruined, for, 
alter tM plague, ain earthquake had smitten the city. 
There were gaping chasms in the road, here and there, 
and through lifts in the walls of the houses the moon 
shone strangdy, making ragged shadows: At last the 
Wanderer reached the Temple of Athene, the Goddess 
of War; but the roof had ^fallen in, the pillars were 
overset, and the sc^ of wild thyme growing in thqa 
|»e^en pavraipiip^rcie where ho walked. Yet, as ho 
stood %y the door of the fane, where h% had burned so 
many a saoril^e, ft length he ttpied a light blazing from 
the windds^* of a great diapel by the sea. It was the 
Teiij[^c ef Aphrodite, the Queen of Love, and from the 
open door p sweet savour of incense ^and a golden 
^blaze rushed forth ^ill they were lost in the silver of 
the moonshine and in the salt smell of the se% , TUSIw, 
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the Wanderer went slowly, for Ms limbs were swj^ing 
with weariness, and he was half in a dream. Yet he 
hid hhnself cunningly in the shadow of a^ong avenue 
of myrtles, for he guessed that sea-robbei-IVere keeping 
revel in the forsaken shrine. But he heard no sound 
of singing and no tread of dancing feet within the fane 
of the Qoddess of Love ; the sacred plot of Ihe goddess 
and her chapels were silent.^ He liearkened awhile, and 
watched, till at last he took courage, drew near the 
doors, and entered the holy place. But in t^^tallj^’ 
bronze braziers there were no faggots burning, nor were 
there torches lighted in the hands of the' golden men 
and maids, the linages that stand within the^fane ^^ 
Aphrodite. Yet, if he did not dream, nor take moon- 
light Tor fire, the temple was bathed in showers of gold 
by a splendour of flame. None might see its centre npr 
its ^fountain ; it sprang neither from the altar nor the 
statue of the goddess, but was everywhere imminent, 
a glory not o^ this world, a fire untended and timlit. 
And t|^ painted walls with the stories of the loves of 
men ^md gods, and the carven pillars and the beams, 
and the roof of greeh, were brigh^with flaming fire I 
At this the Wanderer was af®d, l^ivijig that ah 
Immortal ^as at^and ; for the comidfs apd the gjj^ihgs^ 
of the gods were attended, as he had seen, by this 
wohderful light of nneartlily fire. So he^bpwed his 
headyi&d hid his face as he sat by the altar in4he 
honest of the holy shrine, and with his righl; hand he 
graysped the horns of the altar. As he sat there, 
woke, and perchance he slept. 
ik lilt it seemed to him that soon there 
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munnfh’ing ai^ a whi^ering of the mjvtle leaves and 
laurels, aod a sound in the tops of the pines, and then 
his f%ce {uined a breath more cold than the 
wind that iral^ the da^ At the touch of this breath 
the Wanderer s&udd^ed, and the hair on his flesh stood 
up, BO cold wad'the'iti^nge wind. 

Thete silence), and he heard a voice, and he 
knew khat Ai was the voice of no mortal, but of a 
goddess. For the speech 'of goddesses was not strange 
^ hi3«ars; he knew tile clarion ciy of Athene, the 
^een of Wisdom and of War; and the winning words 
of Circe, the Daughter qf the Sun, and the sweet song 
of Calyx’s vqice as she wove with her golden shuttle 
at the loom. But flow tl)|t words came sweeter than 
the moaning of doves, more soft than sleep. Somamo 
the golden voice, whether he wtike or whethei he 
dreamed. 

‘ Odysseus, thou knowest me npt^ nor am 1 thy lady, 
nor i^t thou ever been my servant ! Where is she, 
the Queen of the Air, Athene, and why com^ thou 
here as a suppliant at the knees of the dau^ter of 
Dione t** • 

He answered noting, but he bowed* his head in 
%eep^ sorrow. 

* The voice spake again : 

''^Beholi|, thy house is desdbte; thy heartlf is coH 
lih^wild bd^ breeds on thy hearth|tone, and thehlight^ 
*'liiid roosts* beneath thy roof-tree. Ifhou hast neither 
child nor 'wife ^or native 'land, and ‘'tie hath finsaken 
*thee — ^thy Lady Athene. Many a time didst titsii* 
lecrifloe to her||Ee thighs of kine and„slieep, hut 
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thou ever give so much^as a pair of doves to me ^ Hath 
she left thee, as the Dawn forsook Tithouus, because 
there are now tl^reads* of silver in the darkness of thy 
hair ? Is. the wise goddess iiokle as a nymph of the 
woodland or the wells ? Doth she love a mati only for 
the bloom of his x^uth ? Nay, I know not ; but this 
I lenow^ that on thee, Odysseus, old age jsoon be 
hastening — old age that is pitiless, and vinous, and 
weary, and weak — age that oometh on all men, and that 
is hateful to the Gods. Therefore, Odysseus, ere yet it 
be too late, I would bow even thee to my will, and ho|l 
thee for my thrall. For I am she who conquers all 
things living: Gods and beasts and men. And hast 
thou thought that thou only shalt escape# Aphrodite ? 
Thou riiat hast never loved' as I would have men love ; 
thou that hast never obeyed me for an hour, nor ever 
known the joy and the sorrow that are mine to give ? 
For thou didst but endure the caresses of Circe, the 
Daughter of the Sun, and thou wert aweary in the arms 
of Calypso, and the Sea King\ daughter came never to 
her longing. As fur lier who is dead, thy dear wife 
Penelope, thou didst love her with^ a loyal heart, but 
never *-with a heart of fire. Nay, she f^as but thy 
companion, thy houfe^wife, and the mother of thy 
child* She was mingled with all thy memories of tlie 
land tliou lovest, and so thou gavest her a little lave. 
But she is dead ; and thy child too is HO ifiore ; and 
tby very Country is as the ashes of a forsaken heartk 
wbore once was a camp pf men. ^ What have all thy 
wars and wanderings won for thee, all thy labours,, and 
aAB the adveciitures thou hast acli|yed ? For what. 



r8 


THE WORLUS DESIRE. 


didst %u seek among the living and the dead ? Thou 
Boughtest that wliich all men seek — thou souglitest The 
Worl(T$ Desire, The}' find it not, nor hast thou found 
it, Odysseus ; and thy friends are dead ; thy land is 
dead ; nothing lives but Hope, But tl>e life that lies 
before thee is new, without a remnapt of the old days, 
except for the Bitterness of l<|nging and remembrance. 
Out of this new life, and the unborn hours, wilt thou 
not give, what never before lliou gavest, one hour to 
n^, to be my servant ? ' 

voice, as it seemed, grew softer and came nearer, 

< till the Wanderer heard it wliisper in his very car, and 
with the voice came a divine fiagrancc. The breath of 
her who spolfe seemed to touch his neck ; the immortal 
tresses of the Goddess WTie mingled with tlic dark curls 
of his hair. 

The voice spake again : 

‘Nay, Odysseus, didst thou not once give me one 
little hour? Fear not, for thou shalt not see me at 
this time, but lift thy l^ead and look on The World's 
Desire I ' 

Then the Wanderer lifted his head, and he saw, as it 
were in a picture or in a mirror of bronze, the vision of 
a girl. She was more than mortiil tall, and though still 
in the first flower of youth, and almost a child in yeare, 
she seemed fair as a goddess, an(i so beautiful that 
Aphrodite herself may perchance have envied this 
loveliness. 8he was slim and gracious as a young shoot 
of a palm tree, and her eyes were fearless and innocent 

a child's. On her head she bore a shining um of 
bronze, as if she ^i^re bringing water frlhi the wells. 
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and behind her was the foliage of a plane tree. Then 
the Wanderer knew her, and saw her once again as he 
had seen her, when in his boyhood he had journeyed to 
the Court of her father. King Tyndarcus. For, as he 
entered Sparta, and came down the hill Taygetus, and 
as his chariot wheels flashed through the ford of 
Eurotas, he had met her there on her way from th^ 
river. There, in his youth, his eyes had gazed on the 
loveliness of Helen, and his heart had been filled with 
the desire of the faircsi of women, and like all the 
princes of Achaia he had sought her hand in marriage. 
But Helen was given to another man, to Mcnelaus, 
Atreus* son, of an evil house, that thef knees of many 
might be loosened in death, and that there might bo 
a soifg in the ears of men iix after time. 

As he beheld the vision of young Helen, the 
Wanderer too grew young again. But as ho gazed 
with the eyes and loved with the first love of a boy, she 
melted like a mist, and out of the mist came another 
vision. He saw himself, disguised as a beggar, beaten 
and bruised, yet seated in a long hajl bright with gold, 
while a woman bathed his feet, and anointed his head 
with oil. And the face of the woman was the face of 
the maiden, anJ even more beautiful, but s^ With grief 
and with an ancient shame. Then he remembered bow 
once he had stolen into Troy town from the camp of 
the Achseans, and how he had crept in a beggar's rags 
within the house of Priam to spy upon the Trojans, And 
how Helen, the fairest of women, had bathed him, and^ 
anointed him with oil, and suffered him to go in peace, 
all for the memory of the love that was between them 
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of old. As he gazed, that picture faded and melted in 
the mist, and again he bowed his head, and kneeled by 
the golden altar of the Goddess, crying : 

‘Where beneath the sunligj^t dwells the golden 
Helen ? ' For now he had only one desire : to look on 
Helen again before he died. 

” Then the voice of the Goddess seemed Uy whisper in 
his ear : 

‘Did I not say truth, Odysseus? Wast not thou 
my servant for one hour, and did not Love save thee 
in the city of the Trojans on that night when even 
Wisdom was of no avail?’ 

^He answered i ‘Yea, O Queen ! ’ 

‘ Behold, then,’ said the voice, ‘ I would again have 
mer^y and be kind to thee, for if I aid thee not'* thou 
hast no more life left among men. Home, and kindred, 
and native land thou hast none; and, but for me, thou 
must devour thine own heart and be lonely till thou 
diest. Therefore I breathe into thy heart a sweet forget- 
fulness of every sorrow, and I breatHli love into thee for 
her who was thy first love in the beginning of thy days. 

‘For Helen is living yet upon the earth. And I 
will send thee on the quest of Helen, and thou shalt 
again takci^. joy in war and wanderifig. Thou shalt 
find her in a strange land, among a strange people, in a 
strif^f gods and men ; and the wisest and bravest of 
men shall sleep at last in the arms of the fairest of 
wobaen. J^ut learn this, OdyHeus ; thou must set thy . 
^heart on no other woman, but only on Helen. 

‘And I give thee a sign to know her by in a lahd of 
tnagic, and among women tlfat deal in sorceriiea 
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' On the breast of Helen <t jetoel shines, a great star^ 
stone, the^ft I gave her 09h her wedding-night %ohen she 
was brim to Menelaus. 'From that stone fall red drops 
blood, and they dHp on her vestment, and. there vanish, 
and do not stain it. 

*JBy the Stai: of Love shalt thou know her; by the 
star dUdt tliou swear to her ; and if thou kno^est nojl 
the portent of the Bleeding Star, or if thou breakest 
that oath, never in tliis life, Odysseus, shalt thou win 
the golden Helen 1 And thine own death shall come 
from the water — the swiftest death — that tlio saying of 
the dead prophet may be fulfilled. Yet first shalt thou 
li^ in the arms of the golden Helen.^ ^ 

The Wanderer answered : 

‘Queen, how may this be, for I am alone on ^sea- 
girt isle, and I have no ship and no companions to 
speed me over the great gulf of the sea ? * 

Then the voice answered : 

‘Fear not! the gods can bring to pass even greater 
things than these. Go from my house, and lie down to 
sleep in my holy ground, within the noise of the wash 
of the waves. There sleep, and take thy rest! Thy 
strength shall come back to thee, and before the setting 
of the new sun«thou shaiit be sailing on the path to The 
World s Desire. But first drink from the chalice on 
my altar. Fare thee well !' 

The voice died into silence, like the dying of music. 
The Wanderet awoke aad lifted his head, but the Ijght 
had faded, and the temple was gray in the first waking 
of the dawn. Yet there, on the altar where no cup had 
been, stood a deep cliali<|| of gold, fuU of red wine to 
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the brim. This the Wand^er lifted and drained — a 

draught of Nepenthe, the intigic cup that pahs trouble 
out of mind. As he drank, a wave of sweet nhpe w|nt 
over his heart, and buried far Mow the sorrow' df^ 
remembrance, and the trouble of the past, and the 
longing desire for loves that werefn^ iqore. ' 

Witlf a light step he went forth like a yohngjiftolin, 
taking tho two spears in his hand, and the bbw upon 
his back, and he lay down beneath a great rock that 
looked toward the deep, and there he slept. 



CHAPTER JII. 

TTTK SLAYING OF THE SIDONIANS. 

Morning broke in tli^ East. A new day dawned 
upon the silent sea, and on the world of light and sound. 
The sunrise topped the hill at last, and tell upon the 
golden raiment of the^andcrer where he slept, making 
it blazejike living fire. As the sun touched him, the 
prow of a black ship stole swiftly round the headland, 
for the oarsmen drove her well with the oars. Any 
man who saw her would have known her to be a vessel 
of the merchants of Sidon — the most cunning people 
and the greediest of gain — for on her prow were two 
big-headed shapes of dwarfs, with gaping mouths and 
knotted limbs.^ Such gods as those were worshipped by 
the Sidonians. She was now returning from Albion, 
an isle beyond t|je pillars of Heracles and the gates of 
the Ijreat sea, where much store of tin is found ; and 
she had rich merchandise on board. On the half-deck 
beside the steersman was the captain, a thin, keen-eyed 
sailor, who looked shoreward and saw the sun blaze on 
the golden armour of the Wanderer. They were so far 
off that he could not see clearly what it was that* 
glittered yellow, but all th^t glittereKl yellow Svas a lure 
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for him, and gold drew him on as iron draws the hands 
of heroes. So he bade the helmsmadfci steer straight in, 
for the sea was deep below the rock, and there they all 
saw a man lying asleep in golden armour. They whis- 
pered together, laughing silently, and then sprang ashore, 
taking with them a rope of twisted, ox-hido, a hawier 
the ^ip, and a strong cable of byblus, the papyrus 
plant. On these ropeg they cast a loop and a running 
knot, a lasso for throwing, so that they, might capture 
tlie man in safety from a distance. Witli these in their 
hands they crept up the cliff, for their purpose was to 
noose the man in golden anpour, and drag him on 
board their vessel, and carry him to the mouth of the 
river of Egypt, and there sell him for a slave to the King. 
For the Sidonians, who were greedy of everything^loved 
nothing better than to catch free men and women, who 
might be purchased, by mere force or guile, and then be 
sold again for gold and silver and cattle. Many kings’ 
sons had thus been captured by them, and had seen the 
day of slavery in Babylon, or Tyre, or Egyptian Thebes, 
and had died sadly, far from the Argive land. 

So the Sidonians went round warily, apd, creeping in 
silence over the short grass and thyme towards the 
Wanderer, were soon as near him as a tjjnld could throw 
a stone. Like shepherds who seek to net a sleeping 
lion, they came cunningly; yet not so cunningly but 
that the Wanderer heard them through his dreams, and 
turned and sat up, looking around him half awake. 
But as he woke the noo^ fell about his neck and over 
•his arms, and they drew it hard, and ithrew him on his 
back. Before they could touch him he was on his feet 
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again, crying his war-cry terribly, the cry that shock ^ 
the towers of Iliiirn, and he rushed upon them, clutch- 
ing at his sword hilt. The men who were nearest him 
and had hold of the rope let it fall from their han<ls 
and fled, but the others swung behind liim, and d raj; god 
vsith all their force. If his arms had been free so that 
he might draw his sword, it would have gone ill with 
them, many as they were, for the Sidonians have no 
stomach for sword blades ; but his arms were held in 
the noose. Yet they did not easily master him ; but, 
as those who had fled came back, and they all laid 
hands on the rope together, they overpowered him by 
main force at last, and hauled him, stop by %t(^p, till ho 
stumbled on a rock and fell. Then they rusherl at him, 
and threw themselves all upon liis body, and bound 
him with ropes in cuiming sailor knots. But the booty 
was dearly won, and they did not all return alive ; for 
he crushed one man with his knees till the breath left 
him, and the thigh of another he broke with a blow of 
his foot. 

But at last his strength was spent, apd they had him 
like a bird in a snare; so, by might and main, they 
bore him to their ship, and throw him down oii the 
fore-deck of the vessel. There they mocked him, though 
they were half afraid ; for even now he was terrible. 
Then they hauled up the sail again and sat down to the 
oai-s. The wind blew fair for tJie mouth of the Nile 
and the slave-market of Egypt. The wind was fear, 
and their hearts were light, for they had been among 
the first of their people to deal with the wild tribes of* 
the island Albion, and had bought tin and gold for^ 
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African sea shells and rude glass beads from Egypt 
And now, near the very end of their adventure, they 
had caught a man whose armour and whose body were 
worth a king's ransom. It was a lucky voyage, they 
said, and the wind was fair ! 

The rest of the journey was long, but in well-known 
waters. They passed by Cephalonia and the rock of 
iEgilips, and wooded Zacynthus, and SamS, and of all 
those isles he was the lord, whom they were now selling 
into captivity. But he lay still, breathing heavily, and 
he stirred but once — that was when they neared 
Zacynthus. Then he strained his head round with a 
mighty strrijn, and he saw the sun go down upon the 
heights of rocky Ithaca, for that last time of all. * 

So the swift ship ran along the coast, slippipg by 
forgotten towns. Past the Echiuean isles, and the 
Elian shore, and pleasant Eirene they sped, and it was 
dusk ere they reached Dorion. Deep night had fallen 
when they ran by Pylos ; and the light of the fires in 
^the liall of Pisistratus, the son of Nestor the Old, shone 
out across the sandy sea-coast and the sea. But when 
they were come near Malea, the southernmost point of 
land, where two seas meet, there the storm snatched 
them, and drove them ever southwards, beyond Crete, 
towards the mouth of the Nile. They scuddod long 
before the storm-wind, losing their reckoning, and rush- 
ing by island temples that showed like ghosts through 
mist, and past havens which they could not win. 
On they fled, and the men would gladly have lightened 
the ship by casting the cargo overboard; but the 
captain watched the hatches with a sword and two 
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bronze-tipped spears in his hand. He would sink or 
swim with the ship; he would go down with his 
treasure, or reach Sidon, the City of Flowers, and build a 
white house among the palms by the waters of Bostren, 
and never try the sea again. . 

So he swore; and he would not let them cast the 

Wanderer overboard, as they desired, because he had 

brought bad luck. * He shall bring a good price in 

Tanis/ cried the captain. And at last the storm 

abated, and the Sidonians took heart, and were glad 

like men escaped from death; so they sacrificed and 

poured forth wine before the dwarf-gods on the prow of 

their vessel, and burned incense on their little altar. 

In their iniith, and to mock the Wanderer, they hung 

his swoM and his shield against the mast, and his 

quiver and his bow they arniyed in the fashion of a 

trophy; and they mocked him, believing that he knew 

no word of their speech. But he knew it well, as he 

knew the speech of the people of Egypt; for ho had 

seen the cities of many men, and liad spoken with 

captains and mercenaries from many a land in the 

» 

great wars. 

The Sidortfains, however, jibed and«pokc freely before 
him, saying how they were bound for the rich city of 
Tanis, on the banks of the River of Egypfc, and how the 
captain was minded to pay his toll to Pharaoh with the 
body and the armour of the Wanderer. That he might 
seem the comelier, and a gift more fit for a king, ^he 
sailors slackelied his bonds a little, and .brought him 
dried meat and wine, and he ate till his strength^ 
returned to him. Then he entreated them by signs to 
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loosen the cord that bound his legs; for indeed his 
limbs were dead through the strength of . the bonds, 
and his armour was eating into his flesh. At his prayer 
took some pity of him and loosened his bonds 
again, and he lay upon his back, moving his legs to and 
fro till his strength came back. 

So they sailed southward ever, through stnooth 
waters and past the islands that lie like \vat§r-lilics in 
the midland sea. Many a strange sight they saw: 
vessels bearing slaves, whosq sighing might be hoard 
above the sighing of wind and water — young men and 
maidens of Ionia and Achaia, stolen by slave-traders 
into bondage; now they would touch at the white 
havens of a peaceful city; and again they would watch 
a smoke on the sea-line all day, rising black m^o the 
heavens; but by nightfall the smoke would change to 
a great roaring fire from the beacons of a beleaguered 
island town; the fire would blaze on the m^ts of 
the ships of the besiegers, and show blood-red on 
their sails, and glitter on the gilded shields that lined 
the bulwarks of the ships. But the Sidonians sped 
on till, one night, they anchored ofl’ a little isle that 
lies over against the mouth of the Nile. Beneath this 
^ i^le they n^oored the ship, and slept,* most of them, 
ashore. 

Then the Wanderer begaa to plot a way to escape, 
though the enterprise seemed desperate enough. He 
isfaa lying in the darkness of the hold, sleepless and 
sore Vfijih his bonds, while his guard watched under an 
tiwning in the moonlight on the deck. They dreamed 
go little of his escaping that they visited him only 
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watches, now and again; and, as it chanced, the man 
whose turn it was to see that all was %ell fell asleep. 
Many a thought went through the prisoner s mind, and 
now it seemed to him that the vision of the GodJbss 
,was only a vision of sleep, which came, as they said, 
through the false Gates of Ivory, and not through the 
Gates* 5 f Horn. So he was to live in slavery after all, a 
king no longer, but a captive, toiling in the Egyptian 
mines of Sinai, 09* a soldier at a palace gate, till he died. 
Thus he brooded, till out,pf the stillness came a thin, 
Saint, thrilling «odnd from the bow that hung against 
the nipt over his head, the bow that he never thought 
to string again. There was a noise of a singing of the 
bow and of the string, and the wordlscs song shaped 
itself Ifcus in the heftit of the Wanderer: 

Lo ’ the hour is nigh 
And the time to smite, 

When the loe shall fly 
From the arrow^s flight ! 

Let the bronze bite deep I 
Let the war-birds fly 
Upon them that sleep ^ 

And are ripe to die 1 
Shrill and low 
Do the gray shafts sing 
Tlie Song of the Bow, 

The sound of the string ! 


^ Tlien the low music died ipto the silence!, and the 
Wanderer knew that the next sun would not set on the 
day of slavery, and that his revenge was i)ear. His 
bonds would be no banier to his vengeance ; they would 
like burnt tow, he knew, in the fire of his anger. 
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Long since, in his old days of wandering, Calypso, his 
love, had taug^ him in the summer leisure of her sea- 


girt isle how to tie knots that no man could untie, and 
tcDilndo all the knots that men can bind. He remem- 


bered this lesson in the night when the bpw sang of war.. 
So he thought no more of sleeping, but cunningly and 
swiftly unknotted all the cords and the bonds which 
bound bim."^ar‘bar of iron in the hold. He might 
have escaped now, perhaps, if he had stolen on deck 
^iUiout waking the guards, dived thence and swam 
under water to^vards the island, where he might have 
hidden himself |n the bush. But he desired revenge 
nd less than fi;eedora, and had set his heart on coming 
ill a, ship, of hifown, and with all the great treasure of 
the Si^hiai^, before the Egj|)tian King. * » 

in his mind, he did not throw off the cords, 
but let th^ lie on liis arms and legs and about his 
'to#, as if thdy w^re still tied fast. But he fougjht 
against sleep, leat in moidug when he woke he might 
reve^ the trick, and be bound again. So he lay and 
wait4d, and in the morning the sailors came on board, 
and mocked at him again. In his mirth one of the 
men took a dish of meat and of lentils, jmd set it 
a Httle out of the Wanderer’s reach «,s he lay bound, 
and said in the Phoenician tongue : 

* ‘Mighty lord, art thou some god of Javan’ (for so 
the Sid®ians called Achssans), ‘and wilt thou 
deign to taste our sacrifice ? Is not the savour sweet in 
the nostrils of my lord ? Why will he not put forth his ' 
band to touch our Bering ? ’ 

Then the heart of Odysseus^ muttered sullenly within 
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him, in wrath at the insolence of the man. But ho 
constrained himself and smiled, and said; 

Wilt thou not bring the mess a very little nearer, 
my friend, that I may smell the sweet incense of the 
sacrifice ? ' 

They were amazed when they heard him speak in 
their own tongue ; but he who held tl^e dish brought it 
nearer, like a man that angers a dog^ now offering the 
meat, and now taking it away. 

So soon as the man was.within reach, the Wanderer 
sprang out, the* loosened bonds falling at his feet, and 
smote the sailor beneath the ear with his clenched fist. 
The blow was so fierce, for all his anger wont into it, 
that it crushed the bone, and drove the man against 
the mfftif of the ship so that the strong^trtaiBt shook. 
Where he fell, there he lay, his feet krc|ting/tho floor of 
the hold in his death-pain. 

Then the Wanderer snatched from the mast his bow 
and his short sword, slung the quiver about his 
shoulders, and ran on to the raised decking of the 
prow. 

The bulwarks of the deck were high, and the vessel 
was narrow, and before the sailors could stir for amaze- 
ment the Wanderer had taken his'lstand behind the 
little altar and the dwarf-gods. Here he stood with an 
arrow oh the string, and the bow drawn to his ear, look- 
ing about him terribly. % 

Now panic and dread came on the Sidonians whed 
they saw him standing thus, and one of the sailors 
cried : 

.^gAlas! wUbt god have we taken and l)ound? Our 
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sliip may not contain him. Surely he is Resef llikal, 
tljc God of the Bow, whom they of Javan call Apollo. 
Nay, let us land him on the isle and come not to blows 
with him, but entreat his mercy, lest he rouse the 
waves and the winds against us.' 

But the captain of the ship of the Sidonians 
cried : 

* Not so, ye knaves ! Have at him, for he is no god, 
but a mortal man ; and lus annoiir is worth many a 
yoke of oxen ! ' 

Then he bade some of them climb the decking at the 
further end otthe ship, and throw spears at him thence; 
and he called others to bring up one of the long spears 
and charge him with that. Now these were huge 
jf^ikes, that wer^ wielded by five or six men^ &t once, 
and no armour could withstand them; they were used 
in the fights to drive back boarders, and to ward off 
attacks on ships which were beached on shore in the 
si^es of towns. 

The men whom the captain appointed little liked the 
task, for the long spears were laid on tressels along the 
bulwarks, and to reach them and 'mship them it wks 
needful to come within range of the bow. But the 
sailors on the firikher deck threw ifll their spears at 
once, while five men leaped on the deck where the 
Wanderer stood. He loosed the bowstring and the 
shaft sp^d on its way ; again he drew and loosed, and 
now two of them had fallen beneath his arrows, and one 
was struck by a chance blow from a spear thrown from 
the further deck, and the other two leaped back into 
the hold. ^ 
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Then the Wanderer shouted from the high decking 
of the prow in the speech of the Sidonians : 

‘ Ye dogs, ye have sailed on your latest sea-faring, 
and never again shall ye bring the honr of slavery on 
any man/ 

So he cried, and the sailors gathered together in the 
hold, and took counsel how they should deal witli him. 
But meanwhild^ the bow was not silent, and of those on 
the hinder deck who were casting spears, one dropped 
and tlie others quickly fled to their fellows below, for 
on the deck they had no cover. ^ 

The sun was now well risen, and ,, shone on the 
Wanderer s golden mail, as he stood’ alone on the 
decking, with his bow drawn. The sun shone, there 
was si\p«ce, the ship swung to her anchor ; and still he 
waited, looking down, his arrow pointing at the level of 
the deck to shoot at the first head which rose above the 
planking. Suddenly there came a rush of men on to 
the further decking, and certain of them tore the 
shields that lined the bulwarks from their pins, and 
tlirew them down to those who were below, while others 
cast a shower of spears at the Wanderer. Some of the 
spears he avoided ; others leaped back from his mail ; 
others stood fasUin the altar and in the bodies of the 
dwarf-gods; while he answered with an arrow that did 
not miss its aim. But his eyes Avere always Avatching 
most keenly the hatches nearest him, Avhence a gang- 
way ran down to the loAver part of the ship, Avhere t^ie 
oarsmen sat; for only thence could they make a rush 
on him. As he watched and drew an ai toav from the’ 
quiver on his shoulder, he felt, as it Avere, a shadow 
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between him and the deck. He glanced up quickly, 
and there, on the yard above his head, a man, who had 
climbed the mast from behind, was creeping down 
to drop on Idin from above. Then the Wanderer 
snatched a short spear and cast it at the man. The 
spear sped quicker than a thought, and pinned his two 
liands to the yard so that he hung there helpless, 
shiieking to his friends. But the arrows of the Wan- 
derer kept raining on the men who stood on thefurtlicr 
deck, and presently some of them, too, leaped down in 
terror, crying that he was a god and not a man, while 
others threw themselves into the sea, and swam for the 
island. 

Then the Wanderer himself waited no longer, seeing 
them nil amazed, but he drew his sword arfd« leaped 
down among them with a cry like a sea-eagle swooping 
on seamews in tlie crevice of a rock. To right and left 
he smote with the short sword, making a havoc and 
sparing none, for the sword ravened in his hand. And 
some fell over the benches and oars, but such of the 
sailors as could flee rushed up the gangway into the 
further deck, and thence sprang overboard, while tliose 
who had not the luck to flee fell wliere they stood, an<l 
scarcely struck a blow. Only the captain of the ship, 
knowing that all was lost, turned and threw a spear in 
the Wanderers face. But he watched the flash of the 
bronze and stooped his head, so that the spear struck 
^ only the golden helm and pierced it through, but 
scarcely grazed his head. Now the Wanderer sprang 
^ on the Sidonian captain, and smote him with the flat 
of his sword so that ho fell senseless on the deck, and 
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then he bound him hand and foot with cords as ho 
himself had been bound, and made him fast to the iron 
bar in the hold. Next he gathered up the dead in his 
mighty arms, and set them against the bulwarks of the 
fore-dcck — harvesting the fruits of War. Above the 
deck the man who hW crept along the yard was 
hanging by his two hands which the spear had pinned 
together to the yard. 

‘ Art thou there, friend ? ' . cried the Wanderer, 
mocking him. * Hast thou chosen to stay with me 
rather than go with thy friends, or seek new service ? 
Nay, then, as thou art so staunch, abide there and keep 
a good look-out for the river mouth and the market 
where thou shalt sell me for a great price.' So he 
spokc^but the man was already dead of pain and fear. 
Then the Wanderer unbuckled his golden armour, 
which clanged upon the deck, and drew fresh water 
from the hold to cleanse himself, for he was stained like 
a lion that has devoured an o.k. Next, with a golden 
comb he combed his long dark curls, and he gathered his 
arrows out of the bodies of the dead, and out of the 
thwarts and the sides of the ship, fcleansed them, and 
laid them back in the quiver. When all this was ended 
he put on his ai^mour again ; but strong as he was, he 
could not tear the spear from the helm without breaking 
the gold; so he snapped the shaft and put on the 
helmet with the point of the javelin still fixed firm in 
the crest, as Fate "would have it so, and this was l^e 
beginning of his sorrows. Next he ate meat and bread, 
and drank wine, and poured forth some of the winef 
bcfo|;e his gods. Lastly he dragged up the heavy stone 
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witli which the ship was moored, a stone heavier far, 
they say, than two other men could lift. He took the 
tiller in his hand ; the steady north wind, the Etesitui 
wind, kept blowing in the sails, and he steered straight 
southward for the mouths of the Nile. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THK BT.OOD-UKD SKA. 

A HARD fight it had been and a long, and the 
Wanderer was weary. He took the tiller of the sliij) in 
his hand, and steered for the South and for the noonday 
sun, which w^as now at his liighcst in the heav^M^s. But 
suddeji^ly the bright light of the sky was darkened and 
the air was filled with the rush, and the murmur, and 
the winnowing of innumerable wings. It was as if all 
the birds that have their homes and seek their food in 
the great salt marsh of Cayster had risen from tlie 
South and had flown over sea in one hour, for the 
heaven was darkened witli their fliglit, and loud with 
the call of cranes and the whistlihg cry of the wild 
‘^ucks. So dark was tlie thick mass of flying fowl, that 
a flight of swan^ shone snowy against the black cloud 
of their wings. At the view of them the Wanderer 
caught his bow eagerly into his hand and set an arrow 
on the string, and, taking a careful aim at the white 
wedge of birds, he shot a wild swan through the bregst 
as it swept high over tha mast. Then, with all the 
speed of iti rush, the wild white swan flashed down* 
like lightning into the sea behind the ship. Tlie 
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Wanderor watched its fall* when, lo! the water where 
the dead swan fell splashed up as red as blood and all 
afoain ! The long silver wings and snowy plumage 
I floated on the surface flecked wi^h blood-red stains, 
and the Wanderer marvelled as he bent over the 
bulwarks and gazed steadily upon the sea. Then he 
saw that the wide sea round the ship was covered, as 
far as the eye could reach, as it were with a blood-red 
scum. Hither and thither the red stain was tossed like 
foam, yet beneath, where the deep wave divided, the 
Wanderer saw that the strcami^ of |he sea were gray 
and green below the crimson dye. As he watched he 
saw, too, that the red froth was drifted always onward 
from thill South and from the mouth of the River of 
Egypt, fur behind the wake of the ship it was mest red 
of all, though he had not marked it^»w^ile the battle 
raged. But in front the colour grew thin, as if the stain 
that the river washed down was all but spent. In his 
heart the Wanderer thought, as any man must have 
deemed, that on the banks of the River of Egypt there 
had been some battle of great nations, and that the 
War God had raged furiously, wherefore the holy river 
as it ran forth stained all the sacred sea. Where war^ 
was, there was his homo, no other home had he now, 
and all the more eagerly he steered right ^on to see 
what the Gods would send him. The flight of birds 
was over and past; it was two hours after noon, the 
light was high in the heaven, when, as he gazed, another 
shadow fell pn him, for tie sun in mi^-heaven greW 
small, and red as blood. Slowly a mist rolfe up over it 
/rom the South, a mist that was thin but as f>lack as 
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night. Beyond, to the southward, there was a bank of 
cloud like a mountain wall, steep, and polished, and 
black, tipped along the ragged crest with fire, and 
opening ever and again with flashes of intolerable 
splendour, while the bases were scrawled over with 
lightning like a written scroll. Never had the 
Wanderer in all his voyaging on the sea and on the 
great River Oceanus that girdles the earth, and severs 
the dead from the living men — never had he beheld 
such a darkness. Presen^tly he came as it were within 
the jaws of it, dark as a wolfs mouth, so dark that he 
might not see the corpses on the deck, nor the mast, 
nor the dead man swinging from the yard, nor the 
captain of the Phoenicians who groaned alofu^ below, 
prayiii^ to his gods. But in the wake of the ship tliere 
was one break of clear blue sky on the horizon, in which 
the little isle where be had slain the Sidonians might 
be discerned far off, as bright and white as ivory. 

Now, though he knew it not, the gates of his own 
world were closing behind the Wanderer for ever: To 
the North, whence he came, lay the clear sky, and the 
sunny capes and isles, and the* airy mountains of the 
Argive lands, white with the temples of familiar Gods. 
But in fiwe of "him, to the South, whither he went, was 
a cloud of darkness and a land of darkness itself. There 
were things to befall more marvellous than are told in 
any tale ; there was to be a war of the peoples, and of 
the Gods,Jihe True Gods and^the False, and there^he 
should find the last embi^es of Love, the Falser Love 
and the^True. " 

Foreboding somewhat of the perils that lay in front, 
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the Wanderer was tempted to shift his course and sail 
back to the sunlight. But he was one that had never 
turned his hand from the plough, nor his foot from the 
path, and he thought that now his path was fore* 
ordained. So he lashed the tiller with a rope, and 
groped his way with his hands along the deck till he 
reached the altar of the dwarf-gods, where the embers 
of the sacrifice still were glowing faintly. Then with 
Ills sword he cut some spear-shafts and broken arrows 
into white chips, and with them he filled a little brazier, 
and taking the seed of fire from th^ altar set light to it 
from beneath. Presently the wood blazed up through 
the noonday night, and the fire flickered and flared on 
the faces of the dead men that lay about the deck, 
rolling to larboard and to starboard, as then •vessel 
lurched, and the flame shone red on the golden armour 
of the Wanderer. 

Of all his voyages this was the strangest sea-faring, ho 
cruising alone, with a company of the dead, deep into 
a darkness without measure or bound, to a land that 
might not be descried. Strange gusts of sudden wind 
blew him hither and thither. The breeze would rise 
in a moment from any quarter, and die as suddenly as 
it rose, and another wind would chaee it .over the 
chopping seas. He knew not if he sailed South or 
North, he knew not how time pissed, for there was no 
sight of the sun. It was night without a dawn. Yet 
hii^ heart was glad, as if he had been a boj^^ again, for 
the old sorrows were forgotten, so potent was the 
draught of the chalice of the Goddess, and so keen was 
the delight of battle* " ^ 
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* Endure, my heart/ he cried, as often h^ had cried 

^before, 'a worse thing than this thou hast endured/ and 

he caught up a lyre of the dead Sidonians, and sang : — 

Tliough the liglit of the sun be bidden, 

Though his liacc be run, 

Though we sail in a sea forbidden 
To the golden sun ; 

Though we wander alone, unknowing, — 

Oh, heart of mine, — 

The path of the strange sca-going, 

On the blood^red brine ; 

Yet ondure I We shall not he shaken 
By things worse than these ; 

We have ’scaped, when our friends were taken, 

On the unsailed seas ; 

Worse deaths have w'e faced and fled frojii, 

In the Cyclops* den, 

When tlie floor of his cave ran red from 
The blood of men ; ^ 

Worse griefs w'e liave known undaunted, 

••W orse fates liave fled ; 

When the Isle that our long love haunted 
Lay waste and dead ! 

So he was chanting when he descried, faint and far 
off, a red glow cast up along the darknes^j like sunset 
on the sky of the Under-world. For this light he steered, * 
and soon he saw two tall pillars of flame blazing beside 
each other, with a narrow space of night between them. 
He helmed the ship towards these, and when he came 
near them they were like two mighty mountains of 
Vood burning far* into heaven, and each was lofty as the 
pyre that blazes over men slain in some red war, and 
each pile roared and flared above a steep crag of smooth 
black basalt, and between the burning mounds of 
lay the flame -flecked water of a haven. 

*The ship neared the haven and the Wanderer saw, 

’ moving like*^ fireflies through the night, the lanterns in 
the prows of boats, and from one of the Ifoats a sailor 
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hailed hiit^in the speech of the people of Egypt, asking 
him if he desired a pilot. 

‘ Yea/ he shouted. The boat drew near, and the pilot 
came aboard, a torch in his hand ; but when his eyes fell 
on the dead men in the ship, and the horror hanging 
from the yard, and the captain bound to the iron bar, and 
Above all, on the golden armour of the hero, and on the 
spear-point fast in his helm, and on his terrible face, he 
shrank back in dread, as if the God Osiris himself, in the 
Ship of Death, had reachgd the harbour. But the 
Wanderer bade him have no fear, telling him that he 
cai^^^with much wealth and with a great gift for the 
Pharaoh. The pilot, therefore, plucked up heart, and 
took the helm, and between the two great hills of blazing 
fire the vessel glided into the smooth waters of tllfe River 
of Egyj)t, the flames glittering on the Wanderer's mail as 
he stood by the mast and chanted the Song of the Bow. 

Then, by the counsel of the pilot, the vessel was steered 
up the river towards the Temple of Heracles in Tanis, 
where there is a sanctuary for strangers, and where no 
man may harm them. But first, the dead Sidonians 
were cast overboard into the great river, for the dead 
bodies of men are an abomination to the Egyptians. 
And as each body struck the water the*Wanderer saw a 
hateful sight, for the face of the river was lashed into 
foam by the sudden leaping and rushing of huge four- 
footed fish, or so the Wanderer deemed them. The 
s»itid of the heavy plunging of the great water- beasts, as 
they darted forth on the prey, smiting at each other witlf 
*their tails, and the gnashing of their jaws when they bit 
, too eagerly, a^d only harmed the air, and the leap of a 
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greody sharp snout from the waves, even before the dead 
man cast from the ship had quite touched the water — 
these things were horrible to see and hear through the 
blackness and by the fireliglit. A River of Death it 
seemed, haunted by the horrors that are said to prey upon 
the souls and bodies of the Dead. For the first time 
the heart of the Wanderer died within him, at the 
horror of the darkness and of this dread river and of the 
water-beasts that dwelt within it. Then he remembered 
how the birds had fled in terror from this place, and he 
bethought him of the blood-red sea. 

When the dead men were all cast overboard and the 
liver was once more still, the Wanderer spoke, sick at 
heart, and inquired of tlie pilot why the sea had run so 
red, and whether war was in the laud, and why there was 
night over all that country. The fellow an.swered that 
there wets no war, but peace, yet the land was strangely 
plagued with frogs and locusts and lice in all their coasts, 
the sacred River Sihor running red for tlii ee whole days, 
and now, at last, for this the third day, darkness over all 
the world. But as to the cause of these curses the pilot 
knew nothing, being a plain man. Only the story went 
among the people that the Gods were angry with Khem 
(as they call Egypt), which indeed was easy to see, for 
those things could come only from the Gods. But why 
they were angered the pilot knew not, still it was com- 
monly thought that the Divine Hathor, tlic Goddess of 
Love, was wroth because of the worship given in Tamis 
to one they called The Strange Hathor, a goddess or 
•a woman of wonderful beauty, whose Temple was in Tani^. 
^Concerning her the pilot said that many years ago, somq 
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thirty years, she had first appeared in the country, 
coming none knew whence, and had been worshipped in 
Tanis, and had again departed as mysteriously as she 
•came. But now she had once more chosen to appear 
'visible to men, strangely, and to dwell in her temple ; and 
the men who beheld her could do npthing but worship 
her for her beauty. Whether she was a mortal woman 
or a goddess the pilot did not know, only he thought that 
she who dwells in Atarhcchis, Hathor of Khcm, the 
Queen of Love, was angry w^th the strange Hatlior, and 
had sent the darkness and the plagues to punish them 
who worshipped her. The people of the seaboard also 
murmured that it would be well to pray the Strange 
Hathor to depart out of their coasts, if she were a 
goddess ; and if she were a woman to stone Kit with 
stones. But the people of Tanis vowed that they would 
rather die, one and all, than do aught but adore the in- 
comparable beauty of their strange Goddess. Others 
again, h#ld that two wizards, leaders of certain slaves of a 
strange race, wanderers from the desert, settled in Tanis, 
whom they called the Apura, caused all these sorrows by 
art-magic. As if, forsooth, said the pilot, those barbarian 
slaves were more powerful than all the priests of Egypt. 
But for his part, the pilot knew nothing, only that if the 
Divine Hathor were angry with the people of Tanis it 
was hard that she must plague all the land of Khem. 

So the pilot murmured, and his tale was none of the 
shortest ; but even as he spoke the darkness grew less 
dark and the cloud lifted a little so thft the shores of the 
•river might be fiteen in a green light like the light of 
, Hades, altd presently the night was rolled up like a veil, 
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and it wets living noonday in the land of Khera. Then 
all the noise of life broke forth in one moment, the kine 
lowing, the wind swaying the feathery palms, the fish 
splashing in the stream, men crying to each other from 
the river banks, and the voice of multitudes of people in 
every red temple praising Ra, their great God, whose 
dwelling is the sun. The Wanderer, too, praised his own 
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Gods, and gave thanks to Apollo, and to Helios Hyperion, 
and to Aphrodite. And in the end the pilot brought tho 
ship to the quay of a great city, and there a crew of oars- 
men was hired, and they sped rejoicing in the sunlight, 
through a canal dug by the hands of men, to Tanis and the 
Sanctuary of Heilicles, the Safety of Strangers. There 
the ship was moored, there the Wanderer rested, having 
agood welcome from the shaven priests of tUfe temple.* 




CHAPTER V. 

MKIIIAMON THK QUKEN. 

Strange news ^ics fest. Jt was not long before tlio 
Pharaoh, who then was with his Court in Tanis, the 
newly rebuilded city, heard how there had come to 
^Khem a man like a god, wearing golden armour, and 
cruising alone in a ship of the dead. In these years the 
white barbarians of the sea and of the isles w^fe wont 
to Ian d^ in Egypt, to ravage the fields, carry women 
captive, and fly againuJn their ships. But not one of 
them had dared to sail iU j^e armour of the Aqiiaiiisha, 
as the Egyptians named the Achaeang, right up the 
river to the city of Pharaoh. The King, therefore^ was 
amazed at the story, and when he heard that the’ 
stranger had taken sanctuary in the Temjrfe of 
Heracles, he sent' instantly for his chief counsellor. 
This was his Master Builder, who boro a high title in 
the land, an ancient priest named Rei. He had served 
through the long reign of the King s father, the divine 
iRameses the Second, and he was beloved both of 
Meneptah and of Meriamun his Queen. Him the 
King charged to visit the Sanctuary and bring the 
stranger before him. So Rei called for his mule, and 
jrode down to the Temple of Heracles beyond the walls. 
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When Rei came thither, a prieSt went before him and 
led him to the chamber where the warrior chanced to 
be eating the lily bread of the Irttid, and drinking t|ie 
wine of the Delta. He rose as Rei entered, and ho was 
still clad in his golden armour, for as yet he had not 
any change of raiment. Beside him, on a brohze 
tripod, lay his helmet, the Achaean helmet, with its two 
horns and ^th the bronze spear-pqint still fast in the 
gold. 

The eyes of Rei the Priest fell on the helmet, and ho 
gazed so strangely at it that he scarcely heard the 
Wanderer s salutation. At length ho answered courte- 
ously, but always his eyes wandered back to the broken 
. <- 
spear-point. 

*Is fhis thine, my son?' he asked, taking it in his 
hand, while his voice trembled. 

'It is my own,’ said the Vifanderer, 'tliough 
spear-head in it was lent rae of late, in return for 
arrows not a few and certain sword-strokes,’ and lie 
smiled. 

' The ancient priest bade the Temple servants retire, 
and ^fh they went they heard him murmuring a prayer. 

‘The Dead spoke truth,' he muttered, still gazing 
from the helmet in his hand to the Wanderer; ‘ ay, the 
Dead speak seldom, but they never lie.* 

‘ My son, thou hast eaten and drunk,’ then said Rei 
the Priest and Master Builder, /and may an old mfii 
ask whence thou camist, where is thy^native city, and 
who are thy parents ? ' 

‘I come from Alybas,' answered the Wanderer, fof 
his own name was toa widely known, and he loved ai^ 
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artful tale. *I come from Alybas; I am the son of 
Apheidas, sou of Polypemon, and my own name is 
ISperitus.* 

‘And wherefore comest thou here alone in a ship 
of dead men, and with more treasure than a king's 
ransom ? ' 

‘ It was men of Sidon who laboured and died for all 
that cargo/ said the Wanderer ; * they voyaged far for 
it, and toiled hard, but they lost it in an hour. For 
they were not content with wliat they had, but made 
me a prisoner as I lay asleep^jon the coast of Crete. 
But the Gods gave me the upper hand of them, and I 
bring their captain, and much white metal and many 
swords and cups and beautiful woven stuffs, as a gift to 
your King. And for thy courtesy, come with •me, and 
choose a gift for thyself/ 

Tlien he led the old man to the treasure^chambers of 
the Temple, which was rich in the offerings of many 
travellers, gold and turquoise and frankincense from 
Sinai and Punt, great horns of carved ivory from the 
unknown East and the South; bowh and baths of 
silver from the Khita, who were the allies of |Jgypt. 
But amidst all the wealth, the stranger's cargo made a 
goodly show, and the old priest’s eyeg glittered as he 
looked at it. ^ 

‘Take thy choice, I pray thee/ said the Wanderer, 
Hhe spoils of foemen are the share of friends.* 

, The priest would have refused, but the Wanderer 
saw that he looked ever at a bowl of transparent amber, 
•from the far-off Northern seas, that was embossed with 
^curious figures of men and gods, ^nd huge fishes^ si;ich 
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as are unknown in the Midland #aters. The Wanderer 
put it into the hands of Rei. 

*Thou shalt keep this/ he said, ‘and pledge me in 
wine from it when I am gjone, in memory of a friend 
and a guest/ 

Rei took the bowl, and'^thanked him, holding it up 
to the light to admire the golden colour, 

‘ We are always children/ he said, smiling gravely. 

‘ See an old child whom thou hast made happy with a 
toy. But we are men too ^oon again ; the King bids 
thee come with me before him. And, my son, if thou 
wouldst please me more than by any gift, I pray thee 
pluck that spear-rhead from thy helmet before thou 
comest into the presence of the Queen.* 

‘ Pardttn me,* said the Wanderer. ‘ I would not 
harm my helmet by tearing it roughly out, and I have 
no smith*s tools here. The spear-point, my father, is a 
witness to the truth of my tale, and for one day more, 
or two, I must wear it.’ 

Rei sighed, bowed his head, folded his hands, and 
prayed to his God Amen, saying : 

‘O Amen, in whose hand is the end of a matter, 
lighten the burden of these sorrows, and let the vision 
be easy of accomplishment, and I pray thee, O Amen, 
let thy hand be light on thy daughter Meriamun, the 
Lady of Khem.* 

Then the old man led the Wanderer out, andP^bade 
the priests make ready a chariot for him; and sd 
they went through Tanis to the Court of Meneptah. 
Behind them followed the priests, carrying gifts that ” 
jbhe W^ndere^ had chosen from the freasures of tlys u 
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Sidonians, and the mllBerable captain of the Sidonians 
was dragged along after them, bound to the hinder 
part of a chariot. Through the gazing crowd they all 
passed on to the Hall of Audience, where, between the 
great pillars, sat Pharaoh on his golden throne. Beside 
him, at his right hand, was' Meriamun, the beautiful 
Queen, who looked at the priests with weary eyes, 
as if at a matter in which she had no concern. They 
came in and beat the earth with their brows before 
the King. First came th^ officers, leading the captain 
of the Sidonians for a gift to Pharaoh, and the King 
smiled graciously and accepted the slave. 

Then came others, bearing the cups of gold fashioned 
like tlie heads of lions and rams, and the swords with 
pictures of wars and huntings etched on their t^lades in 
many-coloured gold, and the necklets of amber from 
the North, which the Wanderer had chosen as gifts for 
Pharaoh's Queen and Pharaoh. He had silks, too, em- 
broidered in gold, the needlework of Sidonian women, 
and all these the Queen Meriamun touched to show 
her acceptance of them, and smiled graciously and 
^wearily. But the covetous Sidonian groaned, when he 
saw his wealth departing from him, the gains for which 
he had hazarded his life in unsailed seas. Lastly, 
Pharaoh bade them lead the Wanderer in before his 
presence, and he came unhelmeted, in all his splendour, 
the ^lodliest man that had ever been seen in Khem. 
He was of no great height, but very great of girth, andi 
of strength unmatched, and with the face of one who 
had seen what few have seen and lived. The beauty 
of youth was gone irom. him,, but bis face bad tha 
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comeliness of a warrior tried on sea and land ; the eyes 
were of a valour invincible, and no woman could see 
him but she longed to be his love. 

As he entered murmurs of amazement passed over 
all the company, and all eyes were fixed on him, save 
only the weary and wandering eyes of the listless 
Meriamun. But when she chanced to lift her face, and 
gaze on him, they who watch the looks of kings and 
queens saw her turn gray as the dead, and clutch with 
her hand at her side. Pharagh himself saw this though 
he was not quick to mark what passed, and he asked 
her if anything ailed her, but she answered : — 

‘Nay, only metlunks the air is sick with heat and 
perfume. Greet thou this stranger.* But beneath 
her robe 1\er fingers were fretting all the while at the 
golden fringes of her throne. 

‘Welcome, thou Wanderer,* cried Pharnoh, in a 
deep and heavy voice, ‘ welcome 1 By what name art 
thou named, and where dwell thy people, and what is 
thy native land ? ’ 

Bowing low before Pharaoh, the Wanderer answered, 
with a feigned talc, that his name was Eperitus of 
Alybas, the son of Apheidas. The rest of the story, and 
how he had been ttaken by the Sidonians, and how ho 
had smitten them on the seas, he told as he had told it 
to Rei. And he displayed his helmet with the spear- 
point fast in it. But when she saw this Meriamun rose 
to her feet as if she would be gone, and then fell back ’ 
into her seat even paler than before. 

‘The Queen, help the Queen, she faints,* cried Rei 
the Priest, whose eyes had never left her face. One of 
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her ladies, a beautiful woman, ran to her, knelt before 
her, and chafed her hands, till she came to herself, and 
sat up with angry eyes. 

‘ Let be I ’ she said, * and let the slave who tends 
the incense be beaten on the feet. Nay, I will remain 
here, I will not to my chamber. Let be!' and her 
lady drew back afraid. 

Then Pharaoli bade men lead the Sidonian out, and 
slay him in the market-place for his treachery; but the 
man, whose name was EJurri, threw himself at the 
feet of the Wanderer, praying for his life. The 
Wanderer was merciful, when the rage of battle was 
over, and his blood was cool. 

‘A boon, 0 Pharaoh Meneptah,' he cried. * Spare 
me this man! He saved my own life when •the crew 
would have cast me overboard. Let me pay my debt.' 

‘Let him be spared, as thou wilt have it so,' spoke 
Phaiaoh, ‘but revenge dogs the feet of foolish mercy, 
and many debts are paid ere all is done.' 

Thus it chanced that Kurri was given to Meriamun 
to be her jeweller and to work for her in gold and 
silver. To the Wanderer was allotted a chamber in the 
Royal Palace, for the Pharaoh trusted that he would 
be a leader of his Guard, and took great pleasure in his 
beauty and bis strength. 

As he left the Hall of Audience with Rei, the Queen 
Meriamun lifted her eyes again, and looked on him 
4oDg, and her ivory face flushed rosy, like the ivory 
that the Sidonians dye red for the trappings of the 

• horses of kings. But the Wanderer mai’ked both the 

• sudden fear and the blush of Meriamun^ and, beautiful 
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as she was, he liked it ill, and his heart foreboded 
evil. When he was alone with Rei, therefore, he spoke to 
him of this, and prayed the old man to tell him if he 
could guess at all the meaning of the Queen. 

‘ For to me,’ he said, * it was as if the Lady knew 
my face, and even as if she feared it ; but I never saw 
her like in all my wanderings. Beautiful she is, and 
yet — but it is ill speaking in their own land of kings 
and queens ! ' 

At first, when the Wandejer spoke tlius, Rei put it 
by, smiling. But the Wanderer, seeing that he was 
troubled, and remembering how he liad prayed him to 
pluck the spear-point from bis helmet, pressed him hard 
with questions. Thus, partly out of weariness, and 
partly fo^ love of him, and also because a secret had 
long been burning in his heart, the old man took the 
Wanderer into his own room in the Palace, and there 
he told him all the story of Meriamun the Queen. 



CHAPTER VI. » 


THE STOUY OF MEIUAMUN. 

Rei, the Priest of Amen,- tlie Master Builder, began 
liis story unwillingly enough, and slowly, but soon be 
took pleasure in telling it as old men do, and in sharing 
the burden of a secret. 

‘ The Queen is fair,’ he said ; ‘ thou ha^ seen uo 
fairer i& all thy voyagings?' 

‘She is fair indeed,’ answered the Wanderer. ‘I 
pray that she be well-mated and haj^py on her 
throne ? ’ 

' That is what I will tell thee of, though my life may 
be the price of the tale,’ said Rei. ‘ But a lighter heart 
is well worth an old man’s cheap risk, and thou may’st 
help me and her, when thou knowest all. Pharaoh 
Meneptah, her lord, the King, is the ^ son of the divine 
Rameses, the ever-living Pharaoh, child of the Sun, who 
dwelleth in Osiris.’ 

‘ Thou meanest that he is dead ? asked the 
Wanderer. 

‘Bh dwelleth with Osiris,’ said the Priest, ‘and 
the Queen Meriamun was his daughter by another 
bed.’ 
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* A brother wed a sistei ! * excl%iiiied the Wanderer. 

* It is the custom of our Royal House, from the days 
of the Timeless Kings, the children of Horus. An old 
custom.’ 

* The ways of his hosts are good in the eyes of a 
stranger,* said the Wanderer, courteously. 

*It is an old custom, and a sacred/ said Rei, ‘but 
women, the custom-makers, are often custom-breakers. 
And of all women, Meriamun least loves to be obedi- 
ent, even to the dead, .^nd yet she has obeyed, 
and it came about thus. Her brother Meneptah — who 
now is Pharaoh — the Prince of Kush while her divine 
father lived, had many half-sisters, but Meriamun was 
the fairest of them all. She is beautiful, a Moon-child 
the common people called her, and wise, and she does 
not know the face of fear. And thus it chanced that 
she learned, what even our Royal women rarely learn, 
all the ancient secret wisdom of this ancient land. 
Except Queen Taia of old, no woman has known what 
Meriamun knows, what I have taught her — I and another 
counsellor.* 

fce paused here, and his mind seemed to turn on 
unhappy things. 

‘I have taught^her from her childhood/ he went on 
— would that I had been her only familiar — and, after 
her divine fether and mother, she loved me more than 
any, for she loved few. But of all whom she did^ not 
love she loved her Royal brother least. He is cfew of^ 
speech, and she is quick. She is fearless and Us has 
no heart for war. From her childhood she scorned him, 
mocked him, and mastered him with her tongue. She. 
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even learned to excel in 4he chariot races — there- 
fore it Was that thS King his father made him but a 
General tht Foot Soldiers — and in guessing riddles, 
which ouf people love, she delighted to conquer him. 
The victoqr was Oasy enough, for the divine Prince is 
heavy-witted ; but Meriamun never tired of girding 
at him. Plainly, even as a little child she grudged that 
he should come to wield the scourge of power, and wear 
the double (wown, while she should live in idleness and 
hunger for command.* ^ , 

‘It is strange, then, that of all his sisters, if one 
must be Queen, he should have chosen her,’ said the 
^ Wanderer. 

‘Strange, and it happened strangely. The Prince’s 
fathi^, the divine Raineses, had willed the fiiarriageiii?'^|l 
Tlie Prince hated it no less than Meriamun, but the 
will of a father is the will of the Gods. In one sport ^ 
the divine Prince excelled, in the Game of Pieces, ah 
old game in Khem. It is no pastime for women, but 
even at this Meriamun was deiermined to master her 
brother. She bade me oarve new set of the 

pieces fashioned with the heads of and shaped frim 
the bard, wood of Azebi.' I carved them with my own 
hands, and night by night she played with me, who 
have some name for skill at the sport. 

‘One isunset it chanced that her brotl^OT caml^/lii 
from hunting the lion in the Libyan hills. He wa| 
an evil humour, for he had found no Hons, 
causedP^the huntsmen to be stretched out, an3 beaten 
with rods. Then he called for wine, and. drank deep 
* Cyprus. 
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at the Palace gate, and the deeper he 
grew his humour. 

‘lie was going to his own Court Palace, 

striking with a whip at his hounds, wh^ chanced 
to turn and see Meriaipun. She was sitting where 
those three groat palm-trees are, and was playing at 
pieces with me in the cool of the day. There she sat 
in the shadow, clad in white and purple, and wit^i the 
red gold of the snake of royalty in the blackness of her 
hair. There she sat as beaytiful as the Hathor, the 
Queen of Love ; or as the Lady Isis when she played at 
pieces in Amenti with the ancient King. Nay, an old 
man may say it, there never was but one woman more 
fair than Meriamun, if a woman she be, she whom our 
people call the Strange Hathor! 

Now the Wanderer bethought him of the tale of the 
pilot, but he said nothing, and Rei went on. 

‘ The Prince saw her, and his anger sought for some- 
thing new to break itself on. Up he came, and I rose 
before him, and bowed myself. But Meriamun fell 
indolently back in her chair of ivory, and with a sweep 
of her slim hand she disordered the {Pieces, and bade 
her waiting woman, the lady Hataska, gather up the 
board, and carry .all away. But Hataska's eyes were 
secretly watching the Prince. 

‘ “ Greeting, Princess, our Royal sister,” said Meneptah, 

“ What art thou doing with these ? ” and he pointed 
with his chariot whip at the cat-headed pieces. “ Tiiia « 
is no woman's game, these pieces are not soft hearts of 
men to be moved on the board by love. This game 


drank ^ darker 
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needs mt! Get thee to thy broidery, for there thou 
may’st excel.” 

‘ “ Greeting, Prince, our Royal brother,” said Meria- 
man. " I laugh to- hear thee speak of a game that 
needs wit. Thy hunting has not prospered, so get thee 
to the banquet board, for there, I hear, the Gods have 
granted thee to excel.” 

It is little to say,” answered the Prince, throwing 
himself into a chair whence I had risen, “ it is little to 
say, but at the game of jpieces I have wit enough to 
give thee a temple, a priest and five bowmen, and yet 
win,” — for these, 0 Wanderer, are the names of some of 
the pieces. 

‘ “ I take the challenge,” cried Meriamun, for now she 
had brought him where she wanted ; ” but I*will take 
no odds. Here is my wager. I will play thee three 
games, and stake the sacred circlet upon my brow, 
against the Royal uraeus on thine, and the winner shall 
wear both." 

* “ Nay, nay. Lady,” I was bold to say, “ this were too 
high a stake.” 

* “ High or low, I accept the wager,” answered the 
Prince. ” This sister of mine has mocked me too long. 
She shall find that her woman’s wit«cannot match me 
at my own game, and that my father’s son, the Royal 
Prince of Kush and the Pharaoh who shall be, is more 
than the equal of a girl. I hold thy wage, Meriamun ! ” 

' " Go then. Prince,” she cried, ” and after sunset meet 
me in my antechamber. Bring a scribe to score the 
games; Bei shall be the judge, and hold the stakes. 
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But beware of the golden Cup of Pasht ! Drain it not 
to-night, lest I win a love game, though we do not play 
for love ! ” 

'The Prince went scowling away, and Meriamun 
laughed, but I foresaw mischief. Tlie stakes were too 
high, the match was too strange, but Meriamun would 
not listen to me, for she was very wilful. 

' The sun fell, and two hours after the Royal Prince 
of Kush came with his scribe, and found Meriamun 
with the board of squares .before her, in her ante- 
chamber. 

‘ He sat down without a word, then he asked, who 
should first take the field. 

‘ ** Wait,” she said, " first let us set the stakes,” and 
lifting frdln her brow the golden snake of royalty, she 
shook her soft hair loose, and gave the coronet to me. 
“If I lose,” she said, “never may I wear the uraeus 
crown.” 

‘“That shalt thou never while I draw breath,” 
answered the Prince, as he too lifted the symbol of his 
royalty from his head and gave it to me. There was a 
difference between the circlets, the coronet of Meriamun 
was crowned with one crested snake, that of the divine 
Prince W'as crowned with twain. 

‘“Ay, Meneptah,” she said, “but perchance Osiris, 
God of the Dead, waits thee, for surely he loves those 
too great and good for earth. Take thou the field and 
to the play.” At her words of evil omen, be frowned. 
But he took the field and readily, for he knew the 
game well. 

‘ She moved in answer heedlessly enough, and after- 
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wards she played at random apd carelessly, pushing the 
pieces about with little skill. Aad so he won this first 
game quickly, and crying, " Thc^ach is dcadl^ swept the 
pieces from the board. “See how I better thee," he 
went on in mockery. “ Thine is a woman’s game ; all 
attack and no defence." 

* “ Boast not yet, Meneptah,” she said. “ There are 
still two sets to play. See, the board is set and I take 
the field." 

' This time the game went differently, for the Prince 
could scarce make prisoner of a single piece save of one 
temple and two bowmen only, and presently it was the 
turn of Meriamun to cry ** Pharaoh is dead'' and to 
sweep the pieces from the board. This time Mencptah 
did not boast but scowled, while I set the Board and 
the scribe wrote down the game upon his tablets. 
Now it was the Prince’s turn to take the field. 

‘“In the name of the holy Thoth," he cried, “to 
whom I vow great gifts of victory." 

‘ “ In the name of holy Pasht," she made answer, “ to 
whom I make daily prayer.” For, being a maid, she 
swore by the Goddess of Chastity, and being Meriamun, 
by the Goddess of Vengeance. 

‘ “ Tis fitting thou should’st vow bjr her of the Cat’s 
Head,” he said, sneering. 

‘“Yes; very fitting,” she answered, “for perchance 
she’ll lend me her claws. Play thou, Prince Meneptah." 

‘ And he played, and so well that for a while the 
game went against her. But at length, when they had 
struggled long, and Meriamun had lost the most of her 
pieces, a light came into her face as though she had 
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found what she sought. And while the Prince called 
for wine and drank, she lay back in her chair and 
looked upon the boards Then she moved so shrewdly 
and upon so deep a plan that he fell into the trap that 
she had laid for him, and could never escape. In vain 
he vowed gifts to the holy Thoth, and promised such a 
temple as there was none in Khem. 

‘ " Thoth hears thee not ; he is the God of lettered 
men,” said Meriamun, mocking him. Then he cursed 
and drank more wine. 

‘“Fools seek wit in wine, but only wise men find it/' 
quoth she again. “ Behold, Royal brother, Pharaoh is 
dead, and I have won the match, and beaten thee at 
thine own game. Rci, my servant, give me that circlet; 
nay, not* ray own, the double one, which the divine 
Prince wagered. So I set it on my brow, for it is 
mine, Meneptah. In this, as in all things else, I have 
conquered thee.” 

‘And she rose, and standing full in the light of the 
lamps, the Royal uraeus on her brow, she mocked him, 
bidding him come do homage to her who had won his 
crown, and stretching forth her small 'hand for him to 
kiss it. And so wondrous was her beauty that the 
divine Prince of Kush ceased to call upon the evil Gods 
because of his ill fortune, and stood gazing on her. 

‘“By’Ptah, but thou art fair,” he cried, “and I 
pardon my father at last for willing thee to be my 
Queen 1 ” « 

‘ “ But I will never pardon him,” said Meriamun. 

‘ Now the Prince had drunk much wine. 

''^Thou shalt be my Queen,” he said, “and for earnest 
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I will kiss thee. This, at the least, being the strongest, 

I can do.” And ere she could escape him, he passed his 
arm about her and seized her by, the girdle, and kissed 
her on tl)e lips and let her go. 

‘Meriamun grew wliite as the dead. By her side 
there hung a dagger. Swiftly she drew it, and swiftly 
struck at his heart, so that had he not shrunk from the 
steel surely he had been slain; and ‘she cried as she 
struck, Thus, Prince, I pay thy kisses back.” 

‘ But as it chanced, shp only pierced his arm, and 
before she could strike again I had seized her by the 
hand* 

' “ Thou serpent,” said the Prince, pale with rage and 
fear, “ I tell thee I will kiss thee 5^et, whether thou 
wilt or not, and thou slialt pay for this.” * 

*But she laughed softly now that her anger was 
spent, and I led him forth to seek a physician, who 
should bind up his wound. And when he was gone, I 
returned, aSid spoke to her, wringing my hands. 

'*‘Oh, Royal Lady, what hast thou done? Thou 
knowest well that thy divine father destines thee to 
wed the Prince of Kush whom but now thou didst 
smite so fiercely.” 

‘^‘Nay, Rei, I will none of him — the dull clod, who 
is called the son of Pharaoh. Moreover, he is my half- 
brother, and it is not meet that I should wed my 
brother. For nature cries aloud against the custom of 
cthe land.” 

“^Nevertheless, Lady, it is the custom of thy Royal 
house, and thy father’s will. Thus the Gods, thine 
ancestors, were wed; Isis to Osiris. Thus greats 
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Thothmes and Amenemhat did and decreed, and all 
their forefathers and all their seed. Oh, betliink thee 
— I speak it for thine ear, for I love thee as mine own 
daughter — bethink thee, for thou canst not escape, that 
Pharaoh*s bed is the step to Pharaoh’s throne. Thou 
lovest power ; here is the gate of power, and mayhap 
upon a time the master of the gate shall be gone and 
thou shalt sit in the gate alone.” 

‘"Ah, Rei, now thou speakest like the counsellor of 
those who would be kings.. Oh, did I not hate him 
with this hatred ! And yet can I rule him. Why, 
*twas no chance game that we played this night.: the 
future lay upon the board. See, his diadem is upon 
my brow I At first he won, for I chose that ho should 
win. Well, so mayhap it shall be ; mayhap I shall give 
myself to him — hating him the while. And then the 
next game; that shall be for life and love and all 
things dear, and I shall win it, and mine shall be the 
uraeus crest, and mine shall be tlie doubfe cro^vn of 
ancient Khem, and I shall rule like Hatshepu, the 
great Queen of old, for I am strong, and to the strong 
is victory.” 

“‘Yes,” I made answer, '‘but, Lady, see thou that the 
Gods turn not tby strength to weakness; thou art too 
passionate to be all strength, and in a woman’s heart 
passion is the door by which King Folly enters. To- 
day thou hatest, beware, lest to-morrow thou should’st 
love” • 

^"Love,” she said, gazing scornfully; "Meriamun 
loves not till she find a man worthy of her love/* 

‘ " Ay, and then ? ” 
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‘ " And then she loves to all destruction, and woe to 
them who cross her path. Rei, farewell.” 

* Then suddenly she spoke to me in another tongue, 
that few know save her and me, and that none can read 
save her and me, a dead tongue of a dead people, the 
people of that ancient City of the Rock, whence all our 
fathers came.' 

* ** I go,” she said, and I trembled as she spoke, for no 
man speaks in this language when be has any good 
thought in his heart. "I go to seek the counsel of 
That thou knowest,” and she touched the golden snake 
which she had won. 

‘ Then I threw myself on the earth at her feet, and 
clasped her knees, crying, " My daughter, my daughter, 
sin not this great sin. Nay, for all the kingdoms of 
the world, wake not That which sleepeth, nor warm 
again into life That which is a-cold.” 

*But she only nodded, and put me from her,* — and 
the old man's face grew pale as he spoke. 

‘ What meant she ? ’ said the Wanderer. 

Rei hid his face in his hands, and for a space'ife was 
silent. 

1 Probably the mysterious and indecipherable ancient books, 
which were ocwisionally excavated in old Egypt, were written in 
this dead language of a more ancient and n9w forgotten people. 
Such was the book discovered at Coptos, in the sanctuary there, 
by a priest of the Goddess. ‘The whole earth was dark, but 
the moon shone all about the Book.’ A scribe of the period of 
the Ramessids mentions another indecipherable ancient writing. 
«‘Thou telJest me thou understandes\ no word of it, good or bad. 
There is, as it were, a wall about it that none may climh Thou 
art instructed, yet thou knowest it not ; this makes me afraid.’ 
Birch, Zeit8chr\ft, 1871, pp. 61-64. Fapyrm Anastad I, pL X. 1. 8, 
pi. X. 1. 4. Maspero, Hist. Anc., pp. 66-67. 
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‘ Nay, wake not ihmi That which sleepeth, Wanderer/ 
he said, at length. ‘My tongue is sealed. ' I tell thee 
more that I would tell another. Do not ask, — but hark ! 
They come again 1 Now may Ra and Pasht and Amen 
curse them ; may the rod swine’s mouth of Sot gnaw 
upon them in Amenti ; may the Fish of Sebek flesh his 
teeth of stone in them for ever, and feed and feed again 1 ’ 
‘Why dost thou curse thus, Rei, and who are they 
that go by ?’ said the Wanderer. ‘ I hear their tramp- 
ing and their song.* 

Indeed there came a light noise of many shuffling 
feet, pattering outside the Palace wall, and the words of 
a song rang out triumphantly : 

Tlie Lord our God He doth sign and wonder, 

Totejns He shows in the land of Khem, 

He hath shattered the pride of the Kings asunder 
And casteth His shoe o’er the Gods of them I 
He hath bronglit forth frogs in their holy places, 

He hath sprinkled the dust upon crown and liem. 

He hath hated their kings and hath darkened their faces 5 
Wondere He works in the land of Khem. 

‘Tli^’ are the accursed blaspheming conjurors and 
slaves, the Apura,* said Rci, as the , music and the 
tramping died away. ‘ Their magic is greater than the 
lore even of us who are instructed, for their leader was 
one of ourselves, a shaven priest, and knows our wisdom. 
Never dp they march and sing thus hut evil comes of 
it. Ere day dawn we shall have news of them. May 
the Gods destroy them, they are gone for the hour. It » 
were well if Meriamun the Queen would let them go 
for ever, as they desire, to their death in the desert, but * 
she hardens the King’s heart/ 



CHAPTER VIL 

THE queen’s vision. 

There was silence without at last ; the clamour and 
the tread of the Apura were hushed in the distance, 
dying far aw^^y, and Rei grew calm, when he heard no 
longer the wild song, and the clashing of the timbrels. 

* I must tell thee, Eperitus,* he said, * how th& matter 
ended between the divine Prince and Meriamun. She 
bowed her pride before her father and her brother : her 
father's will was hers; she seemed to let her secret 
sleep, and she set her own price on her hand. In 
everything she must be the equal of Pharaoh — that 
was her price ; and in all the temples and all the cities 
she was to be solemnly proclaimed joint heir with him 
of the Upper and Lower Land. The bargjiin was struck 
and the price was paid. After that night over the 
game of pieces Meriamun was changed. Thenceforth 
she did not mock at the Prince, she made herself 
gentle and submissive to his will. 

• ' So the "dme drew on till at length in the beginning 
of the month of the rising of the waters came the day 

• of her bridal. With a ijaighty pomp was Pharaoh's 
« daughter wedded to Pharaoh’s son. But her hand was 
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cold as she stood at the altar, cold as the hand of one 
who sleeps in Osiris. Proudly and coldly she sat in the 
golden chariot passing in and out the great gates of 
Tanis. Only when she listened and heard the acclaim- 
ing thousands shout Mcriamun so loudly that the cry 
of Meneptah was lost in the echoes of her name — then 
only did she smile. 

‘Cold, too, she sat in her white robes at the feast 
that Pharaoh made, and she never looked at the 
husband by her side, though he looked kindly on 
her. 

‘ The feast was long, but 4t ended at last, and then 
came the music and the singers, but Meriamun, making 
excuse, rose and went out, attended by her ladies. 
And I al»), weary and sad at heart, passed thence to my 
own chamber and busied myself with the instruments 
of my ait, for, stranger, I build the houses of gods and 
kings. 

‘Presently, as I sat, there came a knocking at the 
door, and a woman entered wrapped in a heavy cloak. 
She put aside the cloak, and before me was Meriamun 
in all her bridal robes. * 

‘ " Heed me not, Kei,'* she said. “ I am yet free for an 
hour; and I woujd watch thee at thy labour. Nay, it 
is my humour ; gainsay me not, for I love well to look 
on that wrinkled face of thine, scored by tljp cunning 
chisel of thy knowledge and thy years. Mo from a 
child have I watched thee tracing the shap^Swf mighty • 
temples that shall endure when ourselves, and perchance 
the very Gods we worship, have long since ceased to be, • 
Ah, Rei, thou wise man, thine is the better part, for 
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thou buildest in cold enduring stone and attirest thy 
walk as thy fancy bids thee. But I — I build in the dust 
of human hearts, and my will is written in their dust. 
When I am dead, raise me a tomb more beautiful than 
ever has been known, and write upon the portal, Here^ 
in the last temple of her pride, dwells that tired builder, 
Meriamun, the Queenf 

‘ Thus she talked wildly in words with little reason. 

‘“Nay, speak not so,*' I said, “for is it not thy bridal 
night ? What dost thou here at such a time ? ’* 

‘“What do I here? Surely I come to be a child 
again ! See, Bei, in all wide Khem there is no 
woman so shamed, so lost, so utterly undone as is to- 
night the Royal Meriamun, whom thou lovest. I am 
lower than she who plies the street for bread, for the 
^ loftier the spirit the greater is the fall. I am sold into 
shame, and power is my price. Oh, cursed be the fate 
of woman who only by her beauty can be great. Oh, 
cursed be that ancient Counsellor thou wottest of, and 
cursed be I who wakened That which slept, and warmed 
That which was a-cold in my breath and in my breast ! 
And cursed be this sin to which he led me I Spurn 
me, Rei; strike me on the cheek, spit upon me, on 
Meriamun, the Royal harlot who sells ^herself to win a 
crown. Oh, I hate him, hate him, and I will pay him 
in shame for shame — ^him, the clown in king’s attire. 
See here,’*-*-and from her robe she drew a white flower 
^that was kfltown to her and me — “ twice to-day have I 
been minded with this deadly blossom to make an end 
« of me, and of all my shame, and all my empty greed of 
gloiy. But this thought has held my hand : I, Meria- 
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mun, will live to look across his grave and break his 
images, and beat out the writings of his name from 
every temple wall in Khem, as they beat out the hated 

name of Hatshepu. I and suddenly she burst 

into a rain of tears ; she who was not wont to weep. 

‘“Nay, touch me not,** she said. “They were but 
tears of anger. Meriamun is mistress of her Fate, not 
Fate of Meriamun. And now, my lord awaits me, 
and I must be gone. Kiss me on the brow, old friend, 
whilst yet I am the Meriamun thou knewcst, and then 
kiss me no more for ever. At the least this is well for 
thee, for when Meriamun is Queen of Khem thou shalt 
be first in all the land, and stand on the footsteps of my 
throne. Farewell.** And she gathered up her raiment 
and cast*her white flower of death in the flame of the 
brazier, and was gone, leaving me yet sadder at heart. 
For now I knew that she was not as other women are, 
but greater for good or evil. 

‘ On the morrow night I sat again at my task, and 
again there came a knocking at the door, and again a 
woman entered and threw aside her wrappings. It was 
Meriamun. She was pale and stern, and as I rose she 
waved me back.* 

‘ “ Has, then, the Prince — thy husband ,** I 

stammered. 

* “ Speak not to me of the Prince, Rei, my servant/* 
she made answer. “Yesternight I spoke to thee wildly^ 
my mind was overwrought ; let it be forgotten — a wife 
am I, a happy wife ; ** and she smiled so strangely that^ 
I shrunk back from her. 
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‘ Now to my errand. I have dreamed a dream, a 
troublous dream, and thou art wise and instructed, 
therefore I pray thee interpret my vision. I slept and 
dreamed of a man, and in my dream I loved him more 
than I can tell. For my heart beat to his heart, and in 
tl»e light of him I lived, and all my soul was his, and I 
•Ibiicw that I loved him for ever. And Pharaoh was my 
husband; but, in my dream, I loved him not. Now 
there came a woman rising out of the sea, more beau- 
tiful than I, with a beauty fairer and more changeful 
than the dawn upon the mountains ; and she, too, loved 
this godlike man, and he loved her. Then we strove 
together for his love, matching beauty against beauty, 
and wit against wit, and magic against magic. Now 
one conquered, and now the other; but in thei end the 
victory was mine, and I went arrayed as for a marriage 
bed — and I clasped a corpse. 

‘ ** I woke, and again I slept, and saw myself wearing 
another garb, and speaking another tongue. Before me 
was the man I loved, and there, too, was the •woman, 
wrapped about with beauty, and I was changed, and 
yet I was the very Meriamun thou seest. And once 
more we struggled for the mastery and for this man s 
love, and in that day she conquered me; 

'“I slept, and again I jroke, and in another land 
than Khem — a strange land, and yet methought I 
Knew it from long ago. There I dwelt among the 
graves, and dark faces were about me, and I wore 
That thou knowest for a girdle. And the tombs of 
•the rock wherein we dwelt were scored with the 
writings of a dead tongue — the tongue of that land 
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whence our fathers came. We were all changed, yot 
the same, and once more the woman and I straggled 
>for the mastery, and though I seemed to conquer, yet a 
sea of fire came over me, and I woke and I slept again. 

‘ “ Then confusion was piled upon confusion, nor can 
my memory hold all that came to pass. For this game 
played itself afresh in lands, and lives, and tongue^ 
without number. Only the last bout and the winner 
were not revealed to me. 

' “ And in my dream I cried aloud to the protecting 
Gods to escape out of the dream, and I sought for light 
that I might see whence these things were. Then, as 
in a vision, the Past opened up its gates. It seemed 
that upon a time, thousand, thousand ages agone, I and 
this man* of my dream had arisen from nothingness 
and looked in each other's eyes, and loved with a love 
unspeakable, and vowed a vow that shall endure from 
time to time and world to world. For we were not 
mortal then, but partook of the nature of the Gods, 
being more fair and great than any of human kind, 
and our happiness was the happiness of Heaven. Bui 
in our great joy we hearkened to the Voice of That thou 
knowest, of that Thing, Rei, with which, against thy 
counsel, I have b^t lately dealt. The kiss of our love 
awakened That which slept, the fire of our love warmed 
That which was a-coldl We defied the holy Gods, 
worshipping them not, but rather each the other, for we 
knew that as the Gods we were eternal. And the Qods^ 
were angered against us and drew us up into their 
presence. And while we trembled they spake as with 
a voice : 
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‘ * Ye twain who are one life, each completing each, 
because with your kisses ye have wakened That which 
slept, and with the fire of your love have warmed That 
which was a-cold : because ye have forgotten them 
that gave you life and love and joy ; heaiken to your 
Doom ! 

‘ From Two bo ye made Thru, and through all 
Time Strive ye to be twain again. Pass from this Holy 
Place down to the Hell of Earth, and though ye be 
immortal put on the garments of mortality. Pass on 
from Life to Life, live and love and bate and seem to 
die : have acquaintance with every lot, and in your 
blind forgetfulness, being one and being equal, work 
each other’s woe according to the law of Earth, and for 
your love’s sake sin and be shamed, perish and re-arise, 
appear to conquer and be conquered, pursuing your 
threofoU destiny, whiBl is one destiny, till the hours of 
punishment are outworn, and, at the word of Fate, the 
unaltering circle meets, and the veil of blindness falls 
from your eyes, and, as a scroll, your folly is unrolled, 
tmd the hid purpose of your sorrow is accomplished and 
once more ^e are Twain and One.’ 

* Then, as we trembled, clinging each to each, again 
the great Voice spoke ; * 

**‘*Ye twain who are One — let That to which ye 
have hearkened divide you and enfold you I Be ye 
Three r 

‘“And as the Voice spoke I was torn with agony, 
and strength went out of me, and there, by him I loved, 
• stood the woman of my dieam crowned with every 
glory and adorned with the Star. And we were three. 
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And between him and me, yet enfolding him and me, 
writhed that Thing thon wottest of. And he whom I 
loved turned to look upon the fair woman, wondering, 
and she smiled and stretched out her arms towards him 
as one who would take that which is her own, and, Rei, 
in that hour, though it was but in a dream, I knew the 
mortal pain of jealousy, and awoke trembling. And 
now read thou this vision, Rei, thou who art learned'in 
the interpretation of dreams and in the ways of sleep,” 

‘ “ Oh, Lady,” I made answer, " this thing is too high 
for me, I cannot interpret it ; but where thou art, there 
may I be to help thee.” 

* ** I know thy love,” she said, " but in thy words is 

little light. So — so — let it pass ! It was but a dream, 

and if indeed it came from the Under World, why, it 

was from no helpful God, but rather from Set, the 

Tormentor; or from Pasht, the Terrible, who throws 

the creeping shadow of her doom upon the mirror of 

my sleep. For that which is decreed will surely come 

to pass ! I am blown like the dust by the breath of 

Fate ; now to rest upon the Temple's loftiest tops, now 

to be trodden underfoot of slaves, and now to be 

» 

swallowed by the bitter deep, and in season thence 
rolled forth again. I love not this lord of mine, who 
shall be Pharaoh, and never may he come whom I shall 
love. 'Tis well that I love him not, for to love is to be 
a slave. When the heart is cold then the hand is 
strong, and I am fain to be the Queen leading Pharaoh 
by the beard, the first of all the ancient land of Khem; 
for I was not bom to serve. Nay, while I may, I rule, 
awaiting the end of rule. Look forth, Rei, and see how 
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the rays from Mother Isis' throne flood all the courts 
and all the city’s streets and break in light upon the 
water's breast. So shall the Moon-child’s fame flood 
all this land of Khem. What matters it, if ere the 
morn Isis must pass to her dominion of the Dead, and 
the voice of Meriamun be hushed within a sepulchre ? ” 

‘ Sp she spoke and went thence, and on her face was 
no bride’s smile^^ut rather such a gaze as that with 
which the great sphinx, Horemku, looks out across the 
desert sands*’ 

‘A strange Queen, Eei*’ said* th^ Wanderer, as he 
paused, 'but what have I to make in this tale of a 
bride and her mad dreams?' 

' More than thou shalt desire,* said Rei ; ' but let uS 
come to the end, and thou shalt bear thy pact in the 
Fatei' 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE KA, THE BAI, AND THE KHOD. 

' The Divine Pharaoh Rameses diec^and was gathered 
to Osiris. With these hands I closed his coffin and set 
him in his splendid tomb, where he shall rest unharmed 
for ever till the day of the awakening. And Meriamun 
and Meneptah reigned in Khem. But to Pharaoh she 
was very cold, though he did her will in everything, 
and they had but one child, so that in a while ho 
wearied of her loveliness. 
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‘ But hers was the master-mind, and she ruled 
Pharaoh as she ruled all else. 

‘For me, my lot was bettered; she talked much 
with me, and advanced me to great dignity, so that I 
was the first Master Builder in Khem, and Commander 
of the legion of Amen. 

* Now it chanced that Mcriamun made a feast, where 
she entertained Pharaoh, and Hataskt sat beside him. 
She was the first lady about the Queen's person, a 
beautiful but insolent woman, who had gained Pharaoh s 
favour for the hojjr. . Now wine worked so with the 
King that he toyed openly with the lady Hataska^s 
hand, but Meriamun the Queen took no note, though 
Hataska, who had also drunk of the warm wine of the 
Lower Lajid, grew insolent, as was her wont. She 
quaffed deep from her cup of gold, and bade a slave 
bear it to the Queen, crying, “ Pledge me, my sister.” 

‘ The meaning of her message was plain to all who 
heard ; this waiting lady openly declared herself wife to 
Pharaoh and an equal of the Queen, Now Meriamun 
cared nothing for Pharaoh's love, but for power she did 
care, and she frowned, while a light shone in her dark 
eyes ; yet she took the cup and touched it with her lips. 

‘ Presently she lifted her own cup in turn and toyed 
with it, then made pretence to drink, and said softly to 
the King's paramour, who had pledged her: 

‘ “ Pledge me in answer, Hataska, my servant, for 
soon, methinks, thou shalt be greater than the Queen.” 

‘ Now this foolish woman read her saying wrong, and 
took the golden cup from the eunuch who bore it. 

“ With a little nod to the Queen, and a wave of her 
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8lim hand, Hataska drank, and instantly, with a great 
cry, ahe fell dead across the board. Then, while all the 
company sat in terror, neither daring to be silent nor to 
speak, and while Meriamun smiled scornfully on the 
dark head lying low among the roses on tjie board, 
Pharaoh leaped up, mad with wrath, and called to the 



guards to seize the Queen. But she waved them back, 
and, speaking in a slow, cold voice, she said ; 

“'Dare not to touch Ehemi’s anointed Queen lest 
your fate be as her fate. For thee, Meneptafa, forget 
not thy marriage oath. What, am 1 Queen, and shall 
thy wantons throw their insolence in my teeth and 
name me their sister ? Not so, for if my eyes be blind 
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yet are my ears open. Peace, she is rightly served - 
choose thou a lowlier mistress ! ” 

^And Pliaraoh made no answer, for he feared her 
with an ever-growing fear. But she, sinking back in 
her seat of state, played with the gold kosher on lier 
breast, and watched them bear the body forth to the 
House of Osiris. One by one all the company made 
obeisance and passed thence, glad to be gone, till at the 
lust there were left only Pharaoli and Meriarnun tho 
Queen, and myself— Tlci tlie Priest — for all w^re much 
afraid. Then Pharaoh spoke, looking neither at her 
nor at me, and half in fear, half in anger. 

"‘Thou hateful woman, accursed bo the day when 
first I looked uport thy beauty. Thou hast concpicred 
me, but ieware, fbr I am still Pharaoh and thy Lord. 
Cross my purpose once again, and, by Him who sleeps at 
Phila*, I will discrown thee and give thy body to tho 
torn^jentors, and set thy soul loose to follow her whom 
thou hast slain/' 

* Then Meriarnun answered proudly : 

* “ Pharaoh, be warned : lift but one finger against my 
majesty and thou art doomed. Thou caast nut slay me, 
but I can over-match thee, and I swear by the same 
oath ! By Him Vho sleeps at Philro, lift but a hand 
against me, ay, liaarbour one thought of treachery, and 
thou dieSt. Not lightly can I be deceived, for I have 

nncssengers that tliou canst not Iiear. Something, Royal 
Meneptah, do I know of the magic of that Queen Taia * 
who was before me. Now listen — do this one thing and 
all shall be well. Go on thy path and leave me to follow 
mine. Queen I am, Queen I will remain, and in all • 
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matters of tho State mine must be an equal voice though 
it is thine that speaks. And, for the rest, we are apart 
henceforth, for thou fearest me, and, Meneptah, I love 
not thee, nor any man.'' 

* “ As thou hast spoken, so be it,” quoth Pharaoh, for 
his heart sank, and his fear came back upon him. 
** Evil was the day when first we met, and this is the 
price of my desire. Henceforth we are apart in bed and 
board, but in the council we are still one, for our ends 
qre one. I know thy power, Meriamun, thou gifted of 
the evil Gods ; thou needest not fear that I shall seek 
to slay thee, for a spear cast against the heavens returns 
on him who threw it. Rci, my servant, thou wert wit- 
ness to our oaths ; hear now their undoing, ^eriamun, 
the Queen of ancient Khem, thou art no more wife of 
mine. Farewell.” 

* And he went heavily and stricken with fear. 

* Nay,” she said, gazing after him, no more am I 

Meneptah's wife, but still am I Khcmi s dreaded Queen. 
Oh, thou old priest, I am aweary. See what a lot is 
mine, who have all things but love, and yet am sick of 
all ! I longed for power, and power is mine, and what"" 
is power ? It is a rod wherewith we beat the air that 
straightway closes, on the stroke. Yes, I tire of my 
loveless days and of this dull round *of common things. 
Oh, for odk hour of, love and in that hour to die ! 
Oh that the future would lift its veil and disclose the 
face of time to be! Say, Reil Wilt thou be bold 
and dare a deed?” And she clasped me by the 
sleeve and whispered in my ear, in the dead tongue 
known to her and me — “ Her I slew — thou sawest 
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‘ “ Ay, Queen, I saw — w’hat of her ? "JPwas ill done,*' 

‘“Nay, *twas rightly done and well done. But thou 
knowest she is not yet cold, nor for a while will be, and 
I have the art to drag her spirit back ere she be cold, 
from where she is, and to force knowledge from its 
lips — for being an Osiris all the future is open to her 
in this hour.” 

‘ “ Nay, nay,” I cried. “ It is unholy — not lightly may 
we disturb the dead, lest the Guardian Gods be moved 
to anger.” 

‘ “Yet will I do it, Rei. If thou dost fear, come not. 
But I go. I am fain for knowledge, and thus only 
may I win it. If I die in the dread endeavour, write 
this of Meriamun the Queen: That in seeking the 
to-be — slie found it ! ” 

‘“Nay, Royal Lady,” I answered, “thou shalt not go 
alone. I too have some skill in magic, and perchance 
can ward evil from thee. So, if indeed thou wilt dare 
this dreadful thing, behold now, as ever, I am thy 
servant.” 

‘“It is well. See, now, the body will this night be 
laid in the sanctuary of the Temple *of Osiris that is 
near the great gates, as is the custom, to await the 
coming of the ernbalrncrs. Gome ere she be colder 
than my heart, come with me,\^ei> to the house of 
the Lord of the Dead ! ” 

‘She passed to her chamber, wrapped herself about 
in a dark robe, and hurried with me to the Temple* 
doors, where we were challenged by the guards. 

‘“Who passes? In the name of the Holy Osiris 
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* Rei, the Master Builder and the anointed Priest, 
and with him another/' I made answer. " Open.*' 

*** Nay, I open not There is one within who may not 
be wakened/' 

‘ ** Who, then, is within ?" 

‘ “ She whom the Queen slew." 

* “ The Queen sends one who would look on her she 
slew." 

‘Then the priest gazed on the hooded form beside 
me and started back, crying, ‘‘ A token, noble Rei.” 

‘ I held up the Royal signet, and, bowing, he opened. 
Being come within the Temple I lit the tapers that had 
been prepared. Then by their feeble light we passed 
through the outer hall till we came to the curtains that 
veil the sanctuary of the Holy Place, and here I 
quenched the tapers ; for no fire must enter there, save 
that which burns upon the altar of the dead. But 
through the curtains came rays of light. 

^ ‘ “ Open ! " said Meriamun, and I opened, and hand in 
hand we passed in. On the altar that is in the place 
the flame burnt brightly. The chamber is not wide and 
great, for this is the smallest of the temples of Tanis, 
but yet so large that the light could not reach its walls 
nor pierce the overhanging gloom, and by much gazing 
scarcely could we discover the outline of the graven 
shapes of the Holy Gods that ore upon the walls. But 
the light fell clear upon the great statue of the Osiris 
that was seated behind the altar fashioned in the black 
stone of Syene, wound about with the corpse-cloths, 
wearing on his head the crown of the Upper Land, and 
holding in his hands the crook of divinity and the awful 
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scourge of punishment. The light shone all about the 
white and dreadful shape that was placed upon his 
holy knees, the naked shape of lost Hataska wlio this 
night had died at the hand of Meriamun. There she 
bowed her head against the sacred breast, her long hair 
streaming down on either side, her arms tied across her 
heart, and her eyes, whence the hues of life had scarcely 
faded, widely staring at the darkness of the shrine. 
For at Tanis to this day it is the custom for a night to 
place those of high birth or oflBcc who die suddenly 
upon the knees of the statue of Osiris. 

‘ “ See,** I said to the Queen, speaking low, for the 
weight of the haunted place sank into my heart, “ see 
how she who scarce an hour ago was but a lovely 
wanton hath by thine act been clad in majesty greater 
than all the glory of the earth. Bethink thee, wilt 
thou dare indeed to summon back the spirit to the 
body whence thou hast set it free ? Not easily, 0 Queen, 
may it be done for all thy magic, and if perchance she 
answereth thee, it may well be tliat the terror of her 
words shall utterly o*erwhelm us.** 

* Nay,*' she made answer. ** I am instructed. I fear 
not, I know by what name to call the Khou that 
hovers on the thfeshold of the Double Hall of Truth, 
and how to send it back to its own place. I fear not, 
but if perchance thou fcarest, Rei, depart hence and 
leave me to the task alone.** 

‘ “ Nay,** I said. ** I also am instructed, and I go not. 
But I say to thee this is unholy,** 

‘ Then Meriamun spake no more — but lifting up her 
hands she held them heavenwards, and so for a while 
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she stood, her face fixed, as was the face of dead 
Hataska. Then, as must be done, I drew the circle 
round us and round the altar and the statue of Osiris 
and that which sat upon his knee. With my staff I 
drew it, and standing tlierein I said the holy words 
which should ward away the evil things that come near 
in such an hour. 

‘Now Meriamun threw a certain powder into the 
flame upon the altar. Thrice she threw the powder, 
and as she threw it a ball of flame rose from the altar 
and floated away, each time that she threw did the ball 
of fire rise ; and this it was needful to do, for by fire only 
may the dead be manifest, and therefore was a globe of 
fire given to each of the three shapes that together 
make the threefold spirit of the dead. And when the 
three globes of fire had melted into air, passing over 
the head of the statue of Osiris, thrice did Meriamun 
cry aloud : 

Hataska! Hataska! Hataska! 

By the dreadful Name I summon thee. 

‘ “ I summon thee from the threshold of the Double 
Hall. 

*“I summon thee from the Gates of Judgment. 

‘ “ I summon thee from the door of Doom. 

‘ “ By the link of life and death that is between thee 
and me, I bid thee come from where thou art and make 
answer to that which I shall ask of thee.’' 

‘She ceased, but no answer came. Still the cold 
Osiris smiled, and still the body on his knee sat with 
open eyes gazing into nothingness. 

‘“Not thus easily/' 1 whispered, “may this dreadful 




' “ HATASKA \ HATASKA ! HATASKA ! ” ’ 
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thing bo done. Thou art instructed in the Word of 
Fear. If thou darest, let it pass thy lips, or let us be 
gone.** 

* “ Nay, it shall be spoken,” she said — and thus she 
wrought. Passing to the statue she hid her head 
within her cloak and with both hands grasped the feet 
of the slain Hataska. 

‘ Seeing this I also crouched upon the floor and hid 
my face, for it is death to hear that Word with an 
uncovered face. 

* Then in so soft a whisper that scarce had its breath 
stirred a feather on her lips, Meriamun spoke the Word 
of Fear which may not be written, whose sound has 
power to pass all space and open the ears of the dead 
who dwell in Amenti, Softly she said it, but in a shout 
of thunder it was caught up and echoed from her lips, 
and down the eternal halls it seemed to rush on the 
feet of storm and the wings of wind, so that the roof 
rocked and the deep foundations of the Temple quivered 
like a wind-stirred tree, 

‘•‘Unveil, ye mortals I” cried a dreadful voice, “and 
look upon the sight of fear that ye» have dared to 
summon.” 

* And I rose anjJ cast my cloak from about my face 
and gazed, then sank down in terror. For round about 
the circle' that I had drawn pressed all the multitude of 
the dead; countless as the desert sands they pressed, 
gazing with awful eyes upon us twain. And the fire 
that was on the altar died away, but yet was there 
light, for it shone from those dead eyes, and in the eyes 
of lost Hataska there was light. 
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‘And ever the faces changed, never for one beat of 
time did they cease to change. For Us we gazed upon 
a face would melt, even to the eyes, and round these 
same eyes again would gather but no more the same. 
And like the sloping sides of pyramids were the faces 
set about us from the ground to the Temple roof — and 
on us were fixed their glowing eyes. 

‘And I, Ref, being instructed, knew that to suffer 
myself to be overcome with terror was death, as it was 
death to pass without the circle. So in my heart I called 
upon Osiris, Lord of the* Ljead, to protect us, and even 
as I named the ineffaMe name; lo I all the thousand 
thousand faces bent themselves in adoration and then, 
turning, looked each upon the other even as though each 
spake to each, and changed, and swiftly changed. 

‘ “ Meriamiin,” I said, gathering up my strength, 
“fear not, but beware 

‘ “ Nay, wherefore should I fear,** she answered, “be- 
cause the veil of sense is torn, and for an hour we see 
those who are ever about our path and whose eyes 
watch our most secret thought continually ? I fear 
not.” And she stepped boldly, even to the edge of 
the circle, and cried: 

'“All hail, ye Sahus, spirits of the awful dead, among 
whom I also shall be numbered.” 

‘ And as she came the changing faces shrunk away, 
leaving a space before her. And in the space there 
grew two arms, mighty and black, that stretched them- 
selves towards her, until there was not the length of 
three grains of wheat betwixt the clutching fingers 
and her breast. 
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* But Meriamun only laughed and drew back a space. 

• “ Not so, thou Enemy,” she said, “ this circle thou 
may’st not break ; it 4 s too strong for tl^ji^e. But to the 
work. Hataska, once again by the link of life and 
death I summon thee — and this time thou must come, 
thou who wast a wanton and now art ‘ greater than the 
Qiieen.’” 

‘ And as she spoke, from the dead form of the woman 
on Osiris’ knee there issued forth another form and 
stood before us, as a snake issues from its slough. And 
as was the dead Hataska so was this form, feature for 
feature, look for look, and limb for limb. But still the 
corpse rested upon Osiris’ knee, for this was but the Ka 
that stood before us. 

‘And tl^is spoke the voice of Hataska in the lips of 
the Ka; 

* ** What wouldest thou with me who am no more of 
thy company, O thou by whose hand my body did 
perish ? Why troublest thou me ? ” 

‘And Meriamun made answer: “I would this of 
thee, that thou shouldest declare unto me the future, 
even in the presence of this great company. Speak, I 
command thee.” 

‘And the Ka said: “Nay, Meriamun, that I cannot 
do, for I am but the Ka — the Dweller in the Tomb, the 
guardian of what was Hataska whom thou didst slay, 
whom I must watch through all the days of death till 
resurrection is. Of the future I know naught; seek 
thou that which know^ 

• “ Stand thou on one side,"" quoth the Queen, and the 
Dweller in the Tomb obeyed. 
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'Then once more she called upon Hataska and there 
came a sound of rushing wings. And behold, on the 
head of the statue of Osiris sat al»great bird, feathered 
as it were with gold. But the bird had the head 
of a woman, and the ^face was fashioned as the 
face of Hataska. And thus it spoke, that was the 
Bail 

* *• What wouldest thou with me, Meriamun, who am 
no more of thy company? Why dost thou draw me 
from the Under World, thou by whose hand my body 
did perish ? ” 

' And Meriamun said : " This I would of thee, that 
thou shouldest declare unto me the future. Speak, I 
comiriand thee.’* 

* And the Bai said : Nay, Meriamun, th^ I cannot 
do. I am but the Bai of her who was Hataska, and 
I fly from Death to Life and Life to Death, till the 
hour of awakening is. Of the future I know naught ; 
seek thou that which knows.^* 

“'Rest thou where thou art,” quotli the Queen, and 
there it rested, awful to see. 

‘Then once more Meriamun called upon Hataska, 
bidding her hear the summons where she was. 

'And behold the eyes of the Dead One that was upon 
the knee of Osiris glowed, and glowed the eyes of the 
Dweller in the Tomb, and of the winged Messenger 
who sat above. And then there was l^^ound as the 
sound of wind, and from above, cleaving the darkness, 
descended a Tongue of FlamdlNind rested on the brow 
of the dead Hataska. And the eyes of all the thou- 
sand thousand spirits turned and gazed upon the 
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Jl' 

Tongue of Flame, And then dead Hataska spoke 
— though her lips moved not, yet she spoke. And this 
she said : 

‘ “ What wouldest thou with me, Mcriamun, who am 
no more of thy coiipany? Why dost thou dare to 
trouble me, thou by whose hand my body did perish, 
drawing me from the threshold of the Double Hall of 
Truth, back to the Over World 

‘And Meriainuu, the Queen said, “ Oh, thou Khou, 
for this purpose have I called thee. I am aweary of 
my days and I fain would learn the future. The future 
fain would I learii^but the forked tongue of That which 
sleeps tells me no word, and the lij)s of Tiiat wlndli is 
a-cold are dumb ! Tell me, then, thou, I charge thee 
by the woid that has power to o])en the lips of |pio 
dead, thou who in all things art instruajj^d, what shall 
be tlie burden of my days ? ” 

‘And the dread Kliou made answer: “ Love shall be 
the burden of thy days, and Death shall be the burden 
of thy love. Behold one draws near from out tlie 
North w hom tliuu hast loved, whom thou shalt lovo 
from life to life, till all things are , accomplished. 
Bethink thee of a dream that thou dreamedst as 
thou didst lie on Pliaraohs bed, aud read its riddle. 
Meriamun, thou art great and thy name is known upojj|, 
the earth, ^nd in Ameuti is tliy name known. High is 
thy fate, and through blood and sorrow shalt thou find 
it, I hait> spoken, let me hence.” 

It is w^ell,” the Queen made answer. “ But not 
yet mayest thou go hence. First I command thee, by 
the word of dread and by the link of life and death. 
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declare unto me if hero upon the earth and in this life 
I shall possess him whom I shall love ? ” 

* “ In sin and craft and sorrow, Meriamun, thou shalt 
possess him ; in shame and jealous agony he shall be 
taken from thee by one who is ^^tronger than thou, 
though thou art strong ; by one more beautiful than 
thou, though thou art beautiful; and ruin thou shalt give 
him for his guerdon, and .juin of the heart shalt thou 
harvest for thy portion. But for this time she shall 
cscajie thee, whose footsteps march with thine, and with 
his who shall be thine and hors. Nevertheless, in a day 
to conic thou shalt pay her back nic(j^ure fur measure, 
a^SSl^vii foi i^vil. I have spoken. Let me hence.** 

‘ “ Not yet, O Khou — not yet. 1 have still to learn. 
,Show me the focc of her who is mine cnenjy, and ‘the 
face of him wh^is my love.** 

* “ Thrice niaycst tliou speak to me, 0 thou greatly 
daring,** answered tlic dread Khou, "and thrice I may 
make reply, and then farewell till I meet thcc on the 
threshold of tho hall whence thou hast draw^ me. 
Look now on tlic face of that Hataska whom thou 
slcwest.’* 

‘And we looked, and beliold the faite of dead Hataska 
changed, 'and clianged the face of tlm Double; the Ka 
that stood on one side, and the face of the great bird, 
tte. Bai, that spread his wings about tho head of Osiris. 
And they grew beautiful, yes, most exceeding beautiful 
so that it cannot be told, and the beauty was that of a 
woman asleep. Then lo, there hung above Hataska, fis 
it were, the shadow of one who watched her sleeping. 
And his fare we siiw not, for, O thou Wanderer, it was 
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liidden by tlic visor of a golden iwo-lioriicd helm, and in 
that helm stood fast iht bronze point of a broken qmir ! 
Kut ho was clad in the armour of the people of thi^ 
Nortlieru Sea, the Aquaiusha, and his hair fell dark 
about his shoulders like the pcUils of the hyacinth 
tlower. 

* ** Behold thine enemy find behold tliy love ! Fan*- 
wcll,” said the dread Khou, speaking througli dead 
liatiiska’s lips, and as the words died the sight of 
beauty hided and the Tongue of Flame shot upwanls 
and was lost, and once more the eyes of the thousand 
thousand dead turned and looked uj)on each other, 
even as though their lijis whis])ered each to each, 

‘ But for a \Yhilo Merianiun stood silent, as one 
ania/ed. JThen, awaking, she waved hm* hand and 
'* Begone, thou Jkii ! Begone, thou Ku ! 

‘ And the great bird whereof the face was as the face 
of Hataska spread his gohlen wings and passed away to 
his own place, and the Ka that was in the seinhlaricc of 
Ifatiiska ilrew near to the dead one’s knees, and pasNO.d 
back into her from whom slui came. And all the 
tliousand thousand faces melted though tlie fiery eyes 
still gazed upon ut, 

‘Then Merianiun coveie<l her head and once iiioni 
spoke the awful Word, and I also covered up my licad. 
But, as must be done, this second time she called the 
Word aloud, and yet though she called it loud, it came 
but as a tiny wliisper from her lips. Nevertheless, at 
the sound of it, once more was the Temple shaken as 
by a storm. * 

'Then Meriamun unveiled, and behold, again the 
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fire burned upou the altar, and on the knees of the 
Osiiis sat Hataska, cold and still in death, and round 
them was emptiness and silence. 

‘ But Meriamun grasped me by the arm, and she 
spoke faintly : 

‘ “ Now that all is done, I greatly fear for that whicli 
has been, and that which shall be. Load me hence, O 
Rei, son of Parncs, for I can no nioie.’' 

* And so 'with a heavy heart I led her forth, who of 
all sorceresses is the veiy greatest. Behold, thou 
Wanderer, wherefore the Queen was troubled at the 
coming of the man in the ann.oui of the North, in 
w'hoso two-liorned golden helm stands last the j>jint 
ol‘ a broken speai.* 



r>OOK IT. 

ciiArTp:R I. 

TTIE Pl^OniETS OF THE APITRA. 

‘These things are not without the Gods/ said the 
Wanderer^ who was called Eperitus, when he had heard 
nil tlie tale of Rei the Priest, son of Parnos, the Head 
Architect, the Corninandor of the Legion of Amen. 
Then he sat silent for a wdiile, an<l nt Inst raised IukS 
cye.s and looked upon the old mini, 

‘Thou hast told a strange tale, Roi. Over many a 
sea have I wandered, atid in many a land I have 
sojojiirncd. I have seen the ways of many peoples, and 
have heard the voices of the immortal Gods. Dreams 
have come to me and mai-vels have compassed me 
about. It has b?en laid upon me to go down into 
Hades, that land which thou namest Arnenti, and to 
look on the tribes of the Dead ; but never till now have 
I known so strange a thing. For mark thou, when 
first I beheld this fair Queen of thine I thought she 
looked upon me strangely, as one who knew my face. 
And now, Rei, if thou speakest truth, she deems that 
she has met rnc in the ways of night and magic. 
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Say, tljon, who was the man of the vision of the Queen, 
the man with dark and curling locks, clad in golden 
arnStour after the fashion of the Achseans whom yc name 
the Aquaiiishn, WTaring on his head a golden helm, 
wherein was fixed a broken spear ? * 

‘Before me sits such a man,’ said Rei, ' or perchance 
it is a God that my eyes behold.’ 

. ‘Xo God am 1/ quoth the Wanderer, smiling, 
‘ though the Sidonians deemed me nothing less when 
the black bow twanged and the swift shafts flew. Read 
me the riddle, thou that art instructed.’ 

Now the aged Priest looked upon the ground, then 
turned his eyes upward, and with muttering lips prayed 
to Thoth, the God of Wisdom. And when ho, had made 
an end of prayer he spoke. 

‘ Thou art the man,* ho said. ‘ Out of the sea thou 
hast come to bring the doom of love on the Lady 
Meriamun and on thyself the doom of death. This I 
know, but of the rest I know nothing. Now, I pray 
thee, oh thou who comest in the armour of the North, 
thou wlioso face is clothed in beauty, and who art of all 
men the mightiest and hast of all men the sweetest and 
most guileful tongue, go back, go back into the sea 
whence thou earnest, and the lands whence thou liast 
wondered.’ 

* Not thus easily may men escape their doom/ quoth 
the Wanderer. ‘ My death may come, as come it must ; 
but know tliis, Rci, I do not seek the love of Meriamun.’ 

‘ Then it well may chance that thou shalt find it, for 
ever those who seek love lose, and tliose who seek not 
find/ 
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‘ I am cornc to seek another love/ said the Wafidcrer, 
' and I seek her till I die/ 

‘Then I j)ray the Gods that thou inayest findjicr, 
and that Khcrn may thus bo saved from sorrow. Ihit 
here in Egypt there is no woman so fair as Meriamun, 
and thou must seek farther as <|uickly as may be. And 
now, Eperitus, behold I must away to do service in the 
Temple of the Holy Amen, for I am his Higli Priest. 
But I am commanded by Pharaoh tir.^t to bring thie 
to the feast at the Palace.* 

Then he led the Wanderer from his chamber and 
brought him by a side entrance fo the great Palace of 
the Pharaoh at Tanis, near the Temple of Ptah. And 
first he took him to a chamber that had been made 
ready for him in the Palace, a beautiful chamber, richly 
painted with beast-headed Gods and furnished with 
ivory cliairs, and couches of ebony and silver, and Avith 
a gilded bed. 

Then the Wanderer went into the .shining baths, and 
dark-eyed girls bathed him and anointed him with 
fragrant oil, and crowned him with lotus flowers. When 
they liad bathed him they bade him lay aside his 
golden armour ^nd his bow and the quiver full of 
arrows, but this Mie Wanderer would not do, for as he 
laid the black boAv down it thrilled with a thin sound 
of war;. So Rci led him, armed as he was, to a certain 
antechamber, and there he left him, sayiiig that ho 
v/ould return again when the feast was done. Trumpets 
blared as the Wanderer waited, dnims rolled, and 
through the wide thrown curtains swept the lovely 
Meriamun and the divine Pharaoh Meneptah, with 
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manyt lords and ladies of the Court, all crowned with 
roses and with lotus blooms. 

The Queen was decked in Royal attire, her shining 
linlbs were veiled in broidered silk ; about her shoulders 
was a purple robe, and round her neck and arms were 
rings of well- wrought gold. She was stately and 
splendid to sec, with pale brows and beautiful disdain- 
ful eyes where dreams seemed to sleep beneath the 
Aadow of her eyelashes. On she swept in all her 
state and pride of beauty, and behind lier came the 
Pharaoh. He was a tall man, but ill-made and heavy- 
browed, and to the Wanderer it seemed that he was 
hcavydiearted too, and that care and terror of evil 
to^om^wefe always in lus mind. 

looked up swiftly. • 

' ’.'Greeting, Stranger,' she said. 'Thou comest in 
^ warlijco guise to grace our feast.' 

' 'Jdethouglit, Royal Lady,' he made answer, 'that 
, ^tion when I would have laid it by, this bow of mine 
sang to me of present w'ar. Therefore I am come 
v; armed —^ven to thy feast.' 

'Has thy bow such foresight, Eperitus?’ said the 
Queen. 'I have^heard but once of such a weapon, 
and that in a minstrel's tale. c|rae to our Court 

with his lyre from the Northern Sea, and he sang of 
the Bow of Odysseus.' 

'Minstrel or not, thou dost well td come armed, 
Wanderer,' jsaid the Pharaoh ; ' for if thy bow sings, 
ray' own heart mutters much to me of war to be.' 

'Follow me, W’anderer, however it fall out/||^d the 
Queen. 
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So he followed her and the Pharaoh till they camo to 
a splendid hall, carven round with images of fighting 
and feasting. Here, on the painted walls, Ramoses 
Miamun drove the thousands of the Khita before his 
single valour ; here men, hunted wild-fowl through the 
marshes with a great cat for their hound. Never hmJ 
the Wanderer beheld such a hall since he supped with 
the Sea King of the fairy isle. On the dais, raised 
above the rest, sat the Pharaoh, and by him sat Meria- 
mun the Queen, and by the Queen sat the Wanderer in 
the golden armour of Paris, and he leaned the black bow 
against his ivory chair. 

Now the feast went on and men ate and (^i*ank. The 
Queen spoke little, but she watched the Wandc^rer 
beneath tfle lids of her deep-fringed eyes. 

Suddenly, as they feasted and grew merry, the door^ 
at the end of the chamber were thrown wide, the Guards 
fell back in fear, and behold, at the end of the hall, 
stood two men. Their facc.s were lawny, dry, wasted 
with desert wandering; their noses were hooked like 
eagle's beaks, and their eyes were yellow as the eyes of 
lions. Tliey were clad in rough skins of beasts, girdled 
about their waists with leathern thpngs, and fiercely 
they lifted their r^iked arms, and waved their wands of 
cedar. Both men were old, one was white-bearded, the 
other was shaven smooth like the priests of Egypt. As 
they lifted the rods on high the Guards slirank like 
beaten hounds, and all the guests hid their faces, save 
Meriamun and the Wanderer alone. Even PharaJh 
(lared look 0)1 them, but lie murmurefl angrily in 
His beard : - 
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"By the name of Osiris,’ he saiJ, ‘here be those 
Sootlisaycns of tlio Apura once again. Now Deatli 
waits on those wlio let tliem pass the doors.’ 

I’hon we -of the two men, lie who was sliaven like a 
priest/cried With a great, voice-: 

^ Pharaoljf t , Phaw^Ti I Pharaoh ! Hearken to the 
word of * Wilt 'thou let the people go ? ’ 

" I will not ^Qt them go,* he answered. 

* Pharaoh I Pharaoh! Pharaoh! Hearken to the 
word of Jahveh. If thou wilt not let the people go, 
then shall all the first-born of Khcm, of the Prince and 
the slave, of the ox and the ass, be smitten of Jahveh. 
Wilt thou i||it the people go ? ’ 

Now Pharaoh hearkened, and those who were at the 
feast rose and cried with a loud voice : 

*0 Pharaoh, let the people go! Great woes are 
fallen upon Klicm because of the Apura. O Pharaoh, 
let the people go ! ’ 

Now Pharaoh’s heart was softened and he was 
minded to let them go, but Mcriainim turned to him 
and said : 

‘ Thou shalt not let the people go. It is not these 
slaves, nor the God of these slaves, who bring the 
plagues on Khem, but it is that strllnge Goddess, the 
False Hathor, who dwells here in the city of Tanis. Be 
not so fearful — ever hadst thou a coward heart. Drive 
the False Hathor hence if thou wilt, but hold these 
slj^vcs to their bondage. I still have cities that must 
be built, and yon slaves shall build them.* 

Then the Pharaoh cried : ‘ Hence I I bid you. ^^Hence, 
and to-morrow shall your people be laden with a double 
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burden and their baeks shall be red with strijK^. 1 
will not h't the people 

Then the two men cried aloud, and j^oiniing w})W4U*d 
with their staffs they vanished frofn tlio hull, and none 
dared to lay hands on them, biit tha^^a who sat at the 
feast miirnuirod much. 

Now the Wanderer marvellod wliy Pharaoh did not 
command the Guards to cut down ' these unbhldcn 
guests, who spoiled his festival. Thc,<Jneen IMeriamun 
saw the wonder in his eyes and turned to him. 

‘Know thou, Eperitus/ she said, ‘that great plagues 
have come of late on this land of ours — plagues of lice 
and frogs and flies and darkness, and the changing of 
pure watei^s to blood. And these things our Lord the 
Pharaoh deems have been brought upon us by tluiCMirsc^ 
of yonder magicians, conjurers and priests among certain 
slaves who work in the land at the building of otir 
cities. But I know well that the curses come? on us 
from Hathor, the Lady of Love, because of that woman 
who hath set herself up here in Tanis, and is wor- 
shipped as the Hathor.* 

‘Why then, 0 Queen,* said the Wanderer, ‘is this 
false Goddess sulfcrcd to abide in your fair city ? for, as 
I know well, the fmmortal Gods are ever angered witli 
those who turn fiom their Avorsliip to bow before 
strange' altars.’ 

‘ Why is she suffered ? Nay, ask of Pharaoh my 
Lord. Methinks it is because her beauty is more than 
the beauty of women, so the men say who have looked 
on it, but I have not seen it, for only those men sec it 
who go to worship at her shrine, and then from afar. 
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It is not meet that the Queen of all the Lands should 
worship at the shrine of a strange woman, come — like 
thyself, Eperitiis — from none knows where : if indeed 
she be a woman an(f not a fiend from the Under World. 
But if thou wouldest learn more, ask my Lord the 
Pharaoh, for he knows the Shrine of the False Hathor, 
and he knows who guard it, and what is it that bars 
the way/ 

Now tho Wanderer turned to Pharaoh saying : ' 0 
Pharaoh, may I know the truth of this mystery ? * 

Then Meneptah looked up, and there was doubt and 
trouble on his heavy face. 

*I will tell thee readily, thou Wanderer, for pecf. 
chance such a man as thou, who hast travelled in many' 
lands and seen the faces of many Gods, may understand 
the tale, and may help mo. In the days of my father, 
the holy Rameses Miamun, the keepers of the Temple 
of the Divine Hathor awoke, and lo ! in the Sanctuarv 
of the temple was a woman in the garb of the 
Aquaiusha, who was Beauty’s self. But when they 
looked upon her, none could tell the semblance of her 
beauty, for to one she seemed dark and to the other 
fair, and to each man of them she showed a diverse love- 
liness. She smiled upon them, and sang most sweetly, 
and Jove entered their hearts, so that it .seemed to each 
man that she only was his Heart’s Desire. But when 
any man would have come nearer and embraced her, 
there was that about her which drove him back, and if 
he strove again, behold, he fell down dead. So at last 
they subdued their hearts, and desired her no more, but 
worshipped her as the Hathor come to earth, and mado 
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ofle^ings of food and drink to her, and prayers. So 
three years passed, and at the end of the third year the 
keepers of the temple looked and the Hathor was gone. 
Nothing remained of her but a memory. Yet there 
were some who said that this memory was dearer than 
all else that the world has to give. 

‘ Twenty more seasons went by, and I sat upon the 
throne of my father, and was Lord of the Double 
Crown. And, on a day, a messenger came running and 
cried : 

Now is Hathor come back to Khem, now is Hathor 
come back to Khein, and, as of old, none may draw 
tieacr her beauty !” Then I went to sec, and lo ! before 
tfie Temple of Hathor a great multitude was gathercil, 
and there tn the pylon brow stood the Hathor’s self 
shining with changeful beauty like the Dawn. And as 
of old she sang sweet songs, an<l, to each man who 
heard, her voice was the voice of his own beloved, living 
and lost to him, or dead and lost. Now every man has 
such a grave in his heart as tluxt wlience Hathor 
seems to rise in changeful beauty. Month by nionth 
she sings thus, one day in every month, and marjy u 
man has souglit to win her and her favour, but in the 
doorways ai'e they who meet him and press him back ; 
and if he still struggles on, there comes a clang of 
swords and he falls dead, but no wound is found on 
him. And, Wanderer, this is truth, for 1 myself have 
striven and have been pressed back by that which 
guards her. But I alone of men who have looked on 
her and beard her, strove not a second time, and so 
saved myself alive.' 



too 


THE WORLDS DESIRE^ 

'Thou alone of n)cn lovest life more than the Woiid’s 
Desire!' said the Queen. 'Thou hast ever sickened 
for the love of this strange Witch, but thy life thou 
lovest even better than her beauty, and thou dost not 
dare attempt again the adventure of her embrace. 

Eperitus, that this sorrow is come upon the land, 
that all men love yonder witch and rave of her, and to 
each she wears a different face and sings in another 
voice. W^hen she stands upon the pylon tower, tlicn 
thou wilt see the madness with wdiioh she lias sinittei^ 
them. For they will weep and pray and tear their hair. 
Then they will rush through tlie temple courts and iij) 
to the temple door.-, and be tliriist back again by that 
which guards her. But some will yet strive madly on, 
and thou wilt hoar the clash of arms and they will fall 
dead belbro thee. Accursed is the land, I tell thee, 
Wanderer; because of that Phantom it is accursed. 
For it is slic who brings tliesc woes on Kbeiu; from 
her, not from our slaves and their mad conjurer.s, come 
plagues, 1 say, and all evil thing.s. And till a man be 
found wlio may pass her guard, and come face to face 
with the witch and slay lio^ plagues and woes and evil 
tilings .shall be tlie daily bread of Khem. Percham i», 
Wanderer, tliou art such a man/ and she looked on 
him strangely. ' Yet if so, this is* my counsel, that 
thou go not up against her, lost thou also be bewitched, 
and a great man be lost to us/ 

Now the Wanderer turned the matter over in his 
heart and made answer: 

‘ Pcrehance, Lady, my strength and the favour of the 
Gods might serve mo in such a quest. But methinks 
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this woman is meotcr for words of lovo and tho 
kisses of men than 4o be slain with the sharp sword, if, 
indeed, she be not of the number of the immortals/ 
Now Meriamun Hushed and frowned. 

* It is not litting so to talk before me/ she said. ‘ Of 
this be sure, that if the Witch may be come at, she 
shall be slain and given to Osiris for a bride/ 

Now the Waiuleror saw that the Lady Meriamun 
was jealous of the beauty ami renown and love of lier 
^,who dwelt in the temple, and was called tlie Strange 
Hathor, and he held liis peace, for he knew wIjcu to be 
silent. 


^HE 



CHAPTER II. 


THE NIGHT OF DREAD. 

The feijst dragged slowly on, for Fuar was of the 
company. The men and women were silent, and when 
they drank, it was as if one had poured a little oil on a 
dying fire. Life flamed up in them for a moment, their 
laughter came like the crackling of thorny and then 
they wore silent again. Meanwhile the Wanderer 
drank littlo, waiting to see what should come. But the. 
Queen was watching him Avhom already her heart 
desired, and she only of all the company had pleasure 
in this banquet. Suddenly a side-door opened behind 
the dai.s, there was a stir in the hall, each guest turning 
his head fearfully, for all ^pected some evil tidings. 
But it was only the entrance of those who bear about 
in the feasts of Egypt an effigy of the Dead, the like^jess 
of a mummy carved in wood, and who cry : ‘ Drink, 0 
King, and be glad, thou shalt soon bo even as he! 
Drink, and be glad.* The stiff, swathed figure, with 
its folded hands and gilded face, was brought before the 
Pharaoh, and Meneptah, who had sat long in sullen 
brooding silence, started Avhen he looked on it. Then 
l|ye bi*oke into an angry laugh. 
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* Hail to thee, Eperitiis/ cried Rei, calling him by the 
name he had chosen to give himself. ‘ What inakcst 
thou here with fire and anvil?* 

‘I am but furbishing up my armour,* said tho 
Wanderer, smiling. *It has more than one dint from 
the fight in the hall;* and he pointed to his shield, 
which was deeply scarred across the blazon of the White 
Bull, the cognizance of dead Paris, Priam's son. 
‘Sidonian, blow up tho fire,’ 

Kurri crouched on his hams and blew the blaze to a 
white heat with a pair of leathern bellows, while tho 
Wanderer fitted the plates and hammered at them on 
the anvil, making the jointures smooth and strong, 
talking meanwhile with Roi. 

'Strange work for a prince, as thou must bo in Alybas, 
whence thou comest,' quoth Roi, leaning on his long 
rod of cedar, headed with an ai)ple of blucstone, 
‘ In our country chiefs do not labour with tl^eir 
hands/ 

‘ Different lands, different ways,* answ('Tcd Eperitus. 
' In my country men wed not their sisters as your kings 
do, though, indeed, it comes into my mind that once I 
met such brides in my wanderings in the isle of tho 
King of the Winds/* 

For the thought of the .^olian isle, where King 
iEolus gave him all the winds in a bag, came into his 
memory. 

‘ My hands can servo me in every need,* he went on. 
I* Mowing the deep green grass in spring, or driving 
oxen, or cutting a clean furrow with the plough in 
heavy soil, or building houses and ships, or doing smith's 
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work with gold and bi'onze and gray iron — they arc all 
ono to me.’ 

'Ortho work of war,’ said Rci. 'For there I have 
seen thee labour. Now, listen, thou Wanderer, tlie 
King Menoptah and the Queen Meriamun send me to 
thee with this scroll of their will/ and he drew forth a, 
roll of papyrus, bound with golden threads, and held it 
on his forehead, bowing, as if he prayed. 

' What is that roll of thine ? ’ said the Wanderer, 
who was hammering at the bronze spear-point, that 
stood fast in his helm. 

Rei undid the golden threads and opened the scroll, 
which he gave into the Wanderer’s hand. 

‘ Gods 1 What have we here ? ’ said the Wanderer. 

' Here are pictures, tiny and cunningly dra'fl^, serpents 
in red, and little figures of men sitting or standing, axes 
and snakes and birds and beetles I My father, what 
tokens are these ? ’ and he gave the scroll back to Rei. 

‘ The King has made his Chief Scribe write to thee, 
naming thee Captain of the Legion of Pasht, the Guard 
of the Royal House, for lost night the Captain was 
slain. He gives thoo a high title, and he promises thee 
houses^. lands, and a city of the South to fuitush thee 
with wine, and a city of the North to furm'sh thee with 
com, if thou wilt be his servant.’ ' 

‘ Never have I served any man/ said the Wanderer, 
flashing red, ' though I went near to being sold and to 
knowing the day of slavery. The King does me too 
much honour.’ 

' Thon wouldest fain begone from Khem ? ’ asked the 
old man, eagerly. 
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'I would fain find her I came to seek, wherever she 
be/ said the Wanderer. " Here or otherwhere.* 

‘ Then, what answer shall I carry to the King ? * 

' Time brings thought,* said the Wanderer ; * I \vould 
see the city if thou wilt guide me. Many cities have 
I seen, but none so great as this. As we walk I will 
consider my answer to your King.* 

He had been working at his helm as he spoke, for the 
rest of his armour was now mended. He had drawn 
out the sharp spear-head of bronze, and was balancing 
it in his hand and trying its edge. 

' A good blade/ he said ; ‘ better was never hammered. 
It went near to doing its work, Sidonian/ and he 
turned to Kurri as he spoke. ‘ Two things of thine I 
had: thy fife and thy spear-point. Thy life T gave 
thee, thy spear- point thou didst lend me. Here, take 
it again,* and he tossed the spear-head to the Queen*s 
Jeweller. 

‘ I thank thee, lord/ answered the Sidonian, thrusting 
it in his girdle; but he muttered between his teeth, 
‘ The gifts of enemies arc gifts of evil,* 

The Wanderer did on his mail, set the helmet on his 
head, and spoke to Rci. ‘ Come forth, friend, a^d show 
me thy city.* • 

But Rci was watching the smile on the face of the 
Sidonian, and he deemed it cruel and crafty and warlike, 
like the laugh of the Sardana of the sea. He said 
nought, but called a guanr of soldiers, and with the 
Wanderer he passed the Palace gates and went out into 
tlie city. 

The sight was strange, and it was not thus that the 
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old man, who loved his land, would have had the 
Wanderer see it. 

From all the wealthy houses, and from many of the 
poorer sort, rang the wail of the women mourners as 
they sang their dirges for the dead. 

But in the meaner quarters many a liovel was 
marked with three smears of blood, dashed on each 
pillar of the door and on the lintel ; and tlie sound that 
came from those dwellings was tlio cry of mirth and 
fostivid. There were two peoples; one lauglied, one 
lamented. And in and out of the Inmscs marked with 
the splashes of blood women were ever going with 
empty hands, or coming with hands full of jewels, of 
gold, of silver rings, of cups, and purple stuffs. Empty 
they went out, laden they cumo in, dark men aiul 
women with keen black eyes and the features of birds of 
prey. They went, they came, they clamoured with delight 
among the mourning of the men and women of Khem, 
and none laid a hand on them, none refused them. 

One tall fellow snatched at the staff of Rci. 

'Lend mo thy staff, old man,’ he said, sneering; 
!lend me thy jewelled staff for my jotitiney. I do but 
borrow it ; " when Yakfib comes from the desert thou 
shalt haVe it again.’ 

But the Wanderer turned on the fellow with such a 
glance that ho fell back- 

'I have iliec before,* he said, and he laughed 
over his shoulder as he went ; ' I saw the||^last night at 
the feast, and heard thy great bow sing, ^^^ou art not 
of the folk of Khem, They are a gentle folk, and 
Yakhb wins favour in their sight.* 
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‘ What passes now in this haunted tend of thine^ old 
man ? ' said the Wanderer, ‘ for of all the sights that I 
have seen, this is the strangest. None lifts a hand to 
save his goods from the thief.* 

Rei the Priest groaned aloud. 

‘Evil days have come upon Khem,* he said. ‘Tlio 
Apura spoil the people of Khem ere they fly into the 
Wilderness.* 

Even as he spoke there came a great lady weeping, 
for her husband was dead, and her son and her bvother, 
all were gone in the breath of the pestilence. She was 
of the Royal House, and richly decked with gold and 
jewels, and the slaves who fanned her, as she went to 
the Temple of Ptah to worship, wore gold chains upon 
their necksn Two women of the Apura saw her and 
ran to her, crying : 

* Lend to us those golden ornaments thou wearest.* 

Then, without a word, she took her 8»Id bracelets 
and chains and rings, and let them all fall in a heap at 
her feet. The women of the Apura took them all and 
mocked her, crying ; 

‘Where now is thy husband and thy son and thy 
brother, thou who art of Pharaoh’s house T Now thou 
payest us for tlio labour of our hands and for the bricks 
that we made without straw, gathering leaves and 
rushes in the sun. Now tiiou payest for the stick in 
the hand of the overseers. Where now. is thy husband 
and thy sw^,and thy brother?’ and they went still 
mocking, awleft the lady weeping. 

But of idl sights the 'V^anderer held this the strangest, 
and many such there were to see. At first he would 
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have taken bach the spoil and given it to those Avbo 
wore it, but Rei the Priest prayed him to forbear, lest 
the curae should strike them also. So they pressed on 
through the tumult, ever seeing new sights of greed 
and death and sorrow. Here a mother wept over her 
babe, here a bride over her husband — that night the 
groom of her and of death. Here the ficrce-faced 
Apura, clamouring like "gulls, tore the silver trinkets 
from the children of those of the baser sort, or the 
sacred amulets from the mummies of those who were 
laid out for burial, and here a water-carrier wailed over 
the carcass of the ass that won Ijim his livelihood. 

At length, passing through the crowd, they came to a 
temple that stood near to the Temple of the God Ptah. 
The pylons of this temple faced towards the houses of 
^ the city, but the inner courts were built against the 
walls of Tanis and looked out across the face of the 
water. Though not one of the largest temples, it was 
very strong and beautiful in its shape. It was built 
of the black stone of Syene, and all the polished face 
of the stone was graven with images of the Holy 
Hathor. Here she wore a Cow’s head, and here the 
face of a woman, but she always bore in her hands 
the lotus-headed staff and the hply token of life, 
and her neck was encircled with the collar of the 
gods. 

‘Here dwells that Strange Hathor to whom thou 
didst drink last night, Eperitus,’ said ^ei the Priest. 
‘ It was a wild pledge to drink before the Queen, who 
swears that ^e brings these woes on Ehem. Though, 
indeed, she is guiltless of this, with all the blood on 
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her beautiful head.^ The Apura and their apostate sor- 
coBcr, wlioni w# ourselves lnsti*ucted, bring the plagues 
on us.’ 

‘ Does the Hathor manifest herself this day ? asked 
th^ Wanderer. 

"That we will ask of the priests, Ej^ritus. Follow 
thou me.' 

Now they passed down tl|^ avenue of sphinxes within 
the wall of brick, into the garden plot of the Goddess, 
and so on through the gates of the outer tower. A 
priest who watched there threw them wide at the sign 
that was given of Rci, the Master Builder, the beloved 
of Pharaoh, and they came to the outer court. Before 
the second tower they halted, and Rci showed to the 
Wanderer tSiat place upon the pylon roof where the 
Hathor was wont to stand and sing till the hearers' 
hearts were melted like wax. Here they knocked once 
more, and were admitted to the Hall of Assembly where 
the priests were gathered, throwing dust upon their 
heads and mourning those among them wIjo had died 
with the^Firstboin. Wheu they saw Rei, the instructed, 
the Prophet of Amen, and the Wanderer clad in golden 
armour wlio was with him, they ceased from tiieir 
f mourning, and an ^ucient plicst of their number came 
forward, and, greeting Rei, asked him of his cmand. 
Then Rci took the Wanderer by the hand 'and made 
him known to the priest, and told him of those deeds 
that he had done, and how he had saved the life of 
Pharaoh and of those of the Royal flouse who sat at 
the feast with Pharaoh. 

* But when will the Lady Huthorsing upon lier tower 
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top ?’ said Rei, ‘ for the Stranger deldres to see her and 
hear her/ 

The temple priest bowed before the Wanderer, and 
answered gravely : 

‘ On the third morn from now the Holy Hathor shlws 
herself upon the temple’s top,' he said; *but thou, 
nofighty lord, who art risen from the sea, hearken to my 
-warning, and if, indeed, tl||pu art god, dare not to 
look upon her beauty. If thou dost look, then thy fate 
shall be as the fate of those who have looked before, 
and have loved and have died for the sake of the 
Hathor/ 

‘No god am I,' said the Wanderer, laughing, ‘yet, 
perchaniilk, I shall dare to look, and dare to face what- 
ever it be that guards her, if my heart bids^me see her 
nearer.* 

‘Then there shall be an end of thee and thy 
wanderings,* said the priest. ‘Now follow me, and I 
will show thee those men who last sought to win the 
Hathor.’ 

He took him by the hand and led him*through 
passages hewn in the walls till they came to a deep and 
gloomy cell, where the golden armour of the Wanderer 
shone like a lamp at eve. The cell^ Was built against ^ 
the city wall, and scarcely a thread of light came into ^ 
the chink between roof and wiffl. All about the 
chamber were baths fashioned of bronze, and in the 
baths lay dusky slopes of dark-skinned men of Egypt. 
There they lay, and in the faint light their limbs were 
being anointed by some sad-faced attendants, as folk 
wei'e anointed by merry girls in the shining baths of 
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tlio Wanderer's home. When Rei aipd Epcritus came 
near, the sad-faced bath-men shralil:: away in shame, 
as dogs shrink from their evil meal at night when a 
traveller goes past. 

Harvelling at the strange sight, the bathers and the 
bathed, the Wanderer looked more closely and his stout 
heart sank within him. For all these were dead who 
lay in the baths ctf bronze, and it was not water that 
flowed about their limbs, but evil-smelling na tron. 

* Here lie those,' said the priest, ‘ who last strove to 
come near the Holy Hathor, and to pass into the shrine 
of the temple where night and day she sits and sings 
and weaves with her golden shuttle. Here they lie, 
the half of a score. One by one they rushed to embrace 
her, and onb by one they were smitten down. Here 
they arc being attired for the tomb, for we give them 
all rich burial.' 

‘ Truly,’ quoth the Wanderer, * I left the world of 
Light behind me when I looked on the blood-rcd sea 
and sailed into tlie black gloom off Pharos. More evil 
sights have I seen in this haunted land than in all the 
cities where I have wandered, and on all the seas that 
I have sailed.' 

‘ Then be wame^,' said the priest, ‘ for if thou dost 
follow where they went, and desire what they desired, 
thou too shalt lie' in yonder bath, and be washed of 
yonder waters. For whatever be false, this is true, that 
he who seeks love ofttimes finds doom. But here he 
finds it most speedily.' * 

The Wanderer looked again at the dead and at their 
ministers, and he shuddered till his harness rattled. 
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He feared not the face of Death in war, or on the sea, 
but this was a new thing. Little he loved the sight of 
the brazen baths and those who lay there. The light 
of the sun and the breath 'of air seemed good to him, 
and he stepped quickly from the chamber, while the 
priest smiled to himself. But when he reached the 
outer air, his heart came back to him, and he began to 
ask again about the Hathor — where she dwelt, and what 
it was that slew her lo veis. 

* I will show thee,* answered the priest, and brouglit 
him through the Hall of Assembly to a certain narrow 
way that led to a court. In the centre of the court 
stood the holy shrine of the Hathor. It was a great 
chamber, built of alabaster, lighted from the roof alone, ^ 
and shut in with brazen doors, before Vhich hung 
curtains of Tyrian web. From the roof of the shrine a 
stairway ran overhead to the roof of the temple and so 
to the inner pylon tower. • 

‘Yonder, Stranger, the holy Goddess dwells within 
the Alabaster Shrine,* said the priest. ‘ By that stair 
she passes to the temple roof, and thence to the pylon 
top. There by the curtains, once in every day, we 
place food, and it is drawn into the sanctuary, how we 
know not, for none of us have set foot there, nor seen 
the Hathew: face to face. Now, when the Goddess has 
stood upon the pylon and sung to the multitude below, 
she passes back to the shrine. Then the brazen outer 
doors of the temple court arc thrown wide and the 
doomed rush on madly, one by one, towards the drawn 
curtains. But before they pass the curtains they are 
thrust back, yet they strive to pass. Then we hear a 
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sound of the clashing of weapons and the men fall dead 
without a word, while the song of the Hathor swells 
from within/ 

* And who are her swordsmen ? ' said the Wanderer. 

‘ That we know not, Stranger; no man has lived to 
tell. Come, draw near to the door of the shrine and 
hearken, maybe thou wilt hear the Hathor singing. 
Have no fear ; thou iieedst not approacdi tho guarded 
space.* 

Then the Wanderer drew near with a doubting herirt, 
but Rei the Priest stood afar oft’, though the temple 
priests came close enough. At the curtains they stopped 
and listened. Then from within the shrine there came 
a sound of singing wild and, sweet and shrill, and tho 
voice of it Stirred the Wanderer strangely, bringing to 
his mind memories of that Ithaca of which he was Lord 
and which ho should .see no more ; of the happy day.s 
of youth, and of the God-built walls of windy Ilios. 
But he could not have told why he thought on these 
things, nor why his heart was thus strangely stirred 
within him. 

' Hearken ! the Hathor sings as slje weaves the doom 
of men/ said the priest, and as he spoke the singing 
ended. , 

Then the Wanderer took counsel with himself whether 
he should then and there burst the doors and take his 
fortune,' or whether he should forbear for that while. 
But in the end he determined to forbear and see with 
his own eyes what befell those who strove to win the way. 

So he drew back, wondering much; and, bidding 
farewell to the aged priest, he went with Rei, the 
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Master Builder, through the town of Tanis, where the 
Apura were still spoiling the people of Khein, and 
he came to the Palace where he was lodged. Here 
he tumed over in his niind how he might sec the 
strange woman of the temple, and yet escape the 
baths of bronze. There he sat and thought till at 
length the night drew on, and one came to summon 
him to sup with Pharaoh in the Hall. Then he 
rose up and went, and meeting Pharaoh and Mcriamun 
the Queen in the outer chamber, passed in after them 
to the Hall, and on to that dais which he bad held 
against the rabble, for the place was clear of dead, and, 
save for certain «taftis upon the marble floor that might 
not be washed away, and some few arrows that yet 
were fixed high up in the walls or in i]td lofty roof, 
there was nothing to tell of the great fray that had 
been fought but one day gone. 

Heavy was the face of Pharaoh, and the few who sat 
with him were sad enough bedause of the death of so 
many whom they loved, and the shame and sorrow that 
had fallen upon Khem. But there were no tears for 
her one child in the eyes of Meriamun the Queen. 
Anger, not grief, tore her heart because Pharaoh had 
let the Apura go. For ever as they pt at the sad feast 
there came a sound of the tramping feet of armies, and 
of lowing cattle, and songs of triumph, sung by ten 
thousand voices, and thus they sang the song of the 
Apura: — 

A lamp for our feet the Lord hath litten, 

Signs hath He shown in the Land of Khem. 

The Kings of the Nations our Lord hath smitten, 

His riioe hath He oast o'er the €k)ds of them. 
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He liath made Him a mock of the heifer of Isis, 

He hath broken the chariot reins of Ra, 

On Yakhb He cries, and His folk arises, 

And the knees of the Nations are loosed in awe. 

■ He gives us tlieir goods for a spoil to gather, 

Jew^els of ^Iver, and vessels of gold ; 

For Yah veil of old is our Friend and Father, 

And cherish eth Yakub Ho chose of old. 

The Gods of the Peoples our Jjord hath chidden. 

Their courts hath He filled with His creeping things ; 

The light of the face of the Sun He hath hidden, 

And broken the scourge in the hands of kings. 

He hath chastened His people with stripes and scourges, 

Our backs hath He burdened with grievous weights, 

But His children shall rise as a sea that surges, 

And flood the fields of the men He hates. 

The Kings of the Nations oiir Lord hath smitten. 

His shot hath He cast o’er the Gods of them. 

But a lamp for our feet the Lord hath litten, 

Wonders hath' wrought in the Land of Khem. 

Thus they sang, and the singing was so wild that the 
Wanderer craved leave to go and stand at the Palace 
gate, lest the Apura should rush in and spoil the 
treasure-chamber. 

The King nodded, but Meriamum Vose, and went with 
the Wanderer as he took bis bow and passed to the 
great gatea • 

There they stood in the shadow of the gates, and this 
is what they beheld. A great light of many torches 
was flaring along the roadway in front. Then came a 
body of men, rudely armed with pikes, and the torch- 
light shone on the glitter of bronze and on the gold 
helms of which they had spoiled the soldiers of Khem. 
Kext came a troop of wild women, dancing, and 
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beating timbrels, and singing the triumphant hymn of 
scorn. 

iSText, with a space between, tramped eight strong 
black-bearded men, bearing on their shoulders a 
great gilded coffin, covered with carven and painted 
signs. 

* It is the body of their Prophet, who brought them 
hither out of their land of hunger,* whispered Meriamun. 

* Slaves, ye shall hunger yet in the wilderness, and 
clamour for the flesh-pots of Khem ! ’ 

Then she cried in a loud voice, for her passion over- 
came her, and she prophesied to those who bare the 
coffin, 'Not one soOl of you that lives shall see the land 
where your conjurer is leading you I Ye shall thirst, 
ye shall hunger, ye shall call on the Qods of Khem, and 
they shall not hear you ; ye shall die, and your bones 
shall whiten the wilderness. Farewell ! Set go with 
you. Farewell ! ’ 

So she cried and pointed down the way, and so fierce 
was her ga7.e, and so awful were her words, that the 
people of the Apura trembled and the women ceased 
to sing. 

The Wanderer watched the Queen and marvelled. 
‘Never had woman such a hardy ^heart,* he mused; 
‘and it were ill to cross her in love or war I* 

‘They will sing no more at my gates,* murmured 
Meriamun, with a smile. 'Come, Wanderer; they 
await us,’ and she gave him her hand that he might 
lead her. 

So they went back to the banquet hall. 

They hearkened as they sat till far in the night, and 
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still the Apura passed, countless as the sands of the sea. 
At length all were gone and the sound of their feet 
died away in the distance. Then Meriamun the Queen 
turned to Pharaoh and spake bitterly : 

‘Thou art a coward, Meneptah, ay, a coward and a 
slave at heart. In thy fear of the curse that the False 
Hathor hatli laid on us, she whom thou dost worship, 
to thy shame, thou hast let these slaves go. Otherwise 
had our father dealt with them, great Ramesos Miamun, 
the hammer of the Khita. Now they are gone hissing 
curses on tlic land tliat bare them, and robbing those 
who nursed them up while they were yet a little 
people, as a mother nurses her child.* 

. ‘ What then might I do ? * said Pharaoh. 

‘There is* nought to do: all is dune,* answered 
Meriamun. * What is thy counsel. Wanderer ? * 

‘It is ill for a stranger to offer counsel,* said the 
’ Wanderer. 

‘ Nay, speak,* cried the Queen. 

‘I know not the Gods of this land,* he answered. 
‘ If these i>eople be favoured of the Gods, I say sit still. 
But if not,* then said the Wanderer, wise in war, ‘let 
Pharaoh gather his ho.«t, follow after the people, take 
^ them unawares, and* smite them utterly. It is no hard 
task, they are so mixed a multitude and cumbered 
with much baggage 1* 

This was to speak as the Queen loved to hear. Now 
she clapped her hands and cried : 

‘ Listen, listen to good counsel, Pharaoh.* 

And now that the Apura were gone, his fear of them 
went also, and as he drank wine Pharaoh grew bold. 
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till at last he sprang to his feet and swore by Amen, by 
Osiris, by Ptah, and by his father — great Kameses — 
that he would follow after the Apura and smite them. 
And instantly he sent forth messengers to summon the 
captains of his host in the Hall of Assembly. 

Thither the captains came, and their plans were 
made and messengers hurried forth to the governors of 
other great cities, bidding them send troops to join the 
host of Pharaoh on its march. 

Now Pharaoh turned to the Wanderer and said : 

‘ Thou hast not yet answered my message that Rci 
carried to thee this morning. Wilt thou take service 
with me and be a captain in this war ? ' 

The Wanderer little liked the name of service, but. 
his warlike heart was stirred witldn him, for he loved 
the delight of battle. But before he could answer yea 
or nay, Mcriamun the Queen, who was not minded that 
he should leave her, spoke hastily : 

‘ This is my counsel, Meneptah, that the Lord Eperi- 
tus should abide here in Tanis and be the Captain of 
my Guard while thou art gone to smite the Apura. 
For I may not bo hero unguarded in these troublous 
times, and if I know he watches over me, he who is 
so mighty a man, then I shall walk safely and sleep ii^ 
peace.’ 

Now the Wanderer bethought him of his desire to 
look upon the Hathor, for to see new things and try 
new adventures was always his delight So he answered 
that if it were pleasing to Pharaoh and the Queen he 
would willingly stay and command the Ouai'd. And 
Pharaoh said that it should be so. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE queen's chamber. 

At midilay on the morrow Pharaoh and the host of 
Pharaoh marched in pomp from Tanis, taking the road 
that runs across the desert country towards tlie Red Sea 
of Weeds, the way that the Apura had gone. The 
Wanderer went with the army for an hours journey and 
more, in a chariot driven by Rei the Priest, for Rei did 
not march with the host. The number of the soldiers of 
Pharaoh amazed the Achaean, accustomed to the levies of 
barren isles and scattered tribes. But he said nothing of 
his wonder to Rei or any man, lest it should be thouglit 
that he came from among a little people. He even made 
as if he held the army lightly, and asked the priest if this 
was all the strength of Pharaoh ! Then Rei told him 
that it was but a fourth part, for none of the mercenaries 
and none of the soldiers from the Upper Laud marched 
with the King in pursuit of the Apura. 

Then the Wanderer knew that he was come among a 
greater people than he had ever encountered yet, on 
land or sea. So he went with them till the roads 
divided, and there he drove his cliariotto the chariot of 
Pharaoh and bade him farewell. Pharaoh called to him 
to mount his own chariot, and spake thus to him : 

* Swear to me, thou Wanderer, who namest thyself 
Eperitus, though of what country thou art and what 
was thy father’s house none know, swear to me that 
thou wilt guard Meriamun the Queen faithfully, and 
wilt work no woe upon me nor upon my house while 1 
am afar. ^ Great thou art and beautifol to look on, ay, 
and strong beyond ^he strength of men, yet my heart 
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misdoubts me of thee. For methiuks thou art a crafty 
man, and that evil will come upon me through thee.* 

‘ If this be tliy mind, Pharaoh,* paid the Wanderer, 

* leave me not in guard of the Queen. And yet methinks 
I di4not befriend thee so ill two nights gone, when the 
rabble" would have put thee and all thy house to the * 
sword because of the death of the firstborn.* 

Now '-Pharaoh looked on him long and doubtfully, 
then stretched out his hand. The Wanderer took it, 
and kyfOTQ by his own Gods, by Zeus, by Aphrodite, and 
Athene, afid Apollo, that he would bo true to the trust. 

‘ I believe tlioe, Wanderer/ said Pharaoh. ‘ Know 
this, if thou keepest thine oath thou shalt have great- 
rewards, and thou shalt be second to none in the land of, 
Khem, but if thou failest, then thou slialt die miserably.’ 

* I ask no fee/ answered the Wanderer, ' and I fear no 
, death, for in one way only shall I die, and that is known 
to me. Yet I will keep my oath.* And he bowed 
before Pharaoh, and leaping from his chariot entered 
again into the chariot of Rei. 

Now, as he drove back through the host the soldiers 
called to him, saying : 

‘Leave us not, thou Wanderer. For be looked so 
glorious in his golden armour that*it seemed to them, 
as though a god departed from their ranks. - 

His heart was with them, for he loved war, and he 
did not love the Apura. But he drov^ tm, as sO it 
must be, and came to the Palace at sundown. 

That night he sat at iixe feast by tho side ot Meria* 
tnun the Queen. And when the feast was done she bade 
him follow her into her chamber where she sat when 
she would be alone. It was a fragrant chamber, dimly 
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lighted with sweet-sccuted lamps, furnished with couches 
of ivory and gold, while all the walls told painted stories 
of strange gods and kings, and of their loves and wars. 
The Queen sank back upon the embroidered cushions 
of a couch and bade the wise Odysseus sit over against 
her, so near that her robes swept his golden gi'eavcs. 
This he did somewhat against his will, though ho was 
no hater of fair women. But his heart misdoubted the 
dark- eyed Queen, and lie looked upon her guardedly, 
for she was strangely fair to see, the fairest of all raorhU 
women whom he had known, save the Golden Helen. 

‘Wanderer, we owe thee great thanks, and I would 
gladly know to whom we arc in debt for tlie prices of 
our lives,* she said. ‘ Tell me of thy birth, of thy father’s 
house, and of the lands that thou hast seen and the wars 
wherein thou hast fought. Tell me also of the sack of 
Ilios, and how thou earnest by thy golden mail. The 
unhappy Paris wore such arms as tliese, if the minstrel 
of the North sang truth.* 

Now, the Wanderer would gladly have cursed this 
minstrel from the North and his songs, 

‘Minstrels will be lying, Lady,* he said, ‘and they 
gather old tales wherever they go. Paris may have worn 
my arma, or another man. T bought them from achap- 
inp^ii iii Crete, and asked nothing of their first master. 
Aa for Ilioa, I fouglit there m my youth, and served the 
Cretan Idomeaeu&,but I got little booty. To the King 
thewealth and women, to us the sword-strokes Such 
it ilm m^p^arance of war.* 

Meriaimm listened to his tale, Avhich he set forth 
roughly, a» if he were some blunt, grumbling swords- 
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man, and darkly she looked on him while she hearkened, 
and darkly she smiled as she looked. 

* A strange story, Eperitus, a strange story tiuly. Now 
tell me this. How earnest thou by yonder great bow, 
the bow of the swallow string ? If my minstrel spoke 
truly, it was once the Bow of Eurytiis of QJchalia.’ 

Now the Wanderer glanced round him like a man 
{ taken in ambush, who sees on every hand the sword of 
foes shine up into the sunlight. 

* The bow. Lady ? ’ he answered readily enough. ‘ I 
got it strangely. I was cruising with a cargo of iron on 
the western coast and landed on an isle, methinks the 
pilot called it Ithaca. There we found nothing but death; 
apestilence had been in the land, but in a ruined hall this 
how was lying, and I made prize of it. A good bow ! * 

: ‘ A strange story, truly — a very strange story,' quoth 
Meriauiun the Queen. ‘By cliance thou didst buy the 
armour of Paris, by chance thou didst find the bow of 
Eurytus, that bow, methinks, with wliich the god-like 
Odysseus slew the wooers in his halls. Knowest thon, 
Eperitus, that when thou stoodest yonder on the board 
in the Place of Banquets, when the great bow twanged 
and the long shafts hailed down the hall and loosened 
the knees of many, not a little was I ^ut in mind of the 
song of the slaying of the wooers at the handsof Odysseus. ^ 
The fame of Odysseus has wandered far— ay, even to 
Khem.* And she looked straight at him. 

The Wanderer darkened his face and put the matter r 
by. He had beard something of that tale, he said, but 
deemed it a minstrers feigning. One man could not 
fight a hundred, as the story went 
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The Queen half rose from the couch where she lay 
curled up like a glittering snake. Like a snake she rose 
and watched him with her melancholy eyes. 

‘ Strange, indeed — most strange that Odysseus, Laertes’ 
son, Odysseus of Ithaca, should not know the tale of the 
slaying of the wooers by Odysseus' self. Strange, indeed, 
thou Eperitus, who art Odysseus.' 

Now the neck of the Wanderer was in the noose, and 
well he knew it : yet he kept his counsel, and looked 
upon her vacantly. 

‘ Men say that this Odysseus wandered years ago into 
the North, and that this time he will not come again. 

I saw him in the wars, and he was a taller man than I,' 
said the Wanderer. 

* I have always heard,' said the Queen, ‘ that Odysseus 
was double-tongued and crafty as a fox. Look me in the 
eyes, thou Wanderer, look me in tho eyes, and I will 
.show thee whether or not thou art Odysseus/ and she 
leaned forward so that her hair well-nigh swept his brow, 
and gazed deep into his eyes. 

Now the Wanderer was ashamed to drop his eyes 
before a woman’s, and he could not rise and go ; so he 
must needs gaze, and as he gazed his head grew 
strangely light and the blood quivered in his veins, and 
then seemed to stop. 

• Nqw turn, thou Wanderer,' said the voice of the 
Queen, and to him it sounded far away, as if there was 
a wall between them, ‘ and tell me what thou seest/ 

So he turned and looked towards the dark end of the 
chamber. But presently through the darkness stole a 
faint light, like the first gray of the dawn, and now he 
saw a shape, like the shape of a great horse of wood, 
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and behind the horse were black square towers of huge 
stones, and gates, and walls, and houses. Now he saw a 
door open in the side of the horse, and the heltneted head 
of a maa looked out warily. As he looked a great white 
star slid down the sky so that the light of it rested oh 
the face of the man, and that face was his own 1 Then 
he remembered how he had looked forth from the belly 
of the wooden horse as it stood within the walls of Ilios, 
and thus the star had seemed to fall upon the doomed 
city, an omen of the end of Troy, 

‘ Look again/ said the voice of Meriamiin from far 
away. 

So once more he looked into the darkness, and there 
he saw the mouth of a cave, and beneath two palms in 
^ front of it sat a man and a woman. The yellow moon 
rose and its light fell upon a sleeping sea, upon tall trees, 
upon the cave, and the two who sat there. The woman 
was lovely, with braided hair, and clad in a shining robe, 
and her eyes were dim with tears that she might never 
shed T for she was a Goddess, Calypso, the daughter of 
Atlas. Then in the vision the man looked up, and his 
face was weary, and worn and sick for home, but it was 
bis own face. 

Then he remembered how he had sat thus at the side 
of Calypso of the braided tresses, on that last night of 
, all his nights in her wave-girt isle, the centre of the seas. 

*Look once more/ said the voice of Meriamun the 
Queen. 

^ .Again he looked into the darkness. There before him 
grew the ruins of his own hall in Ithaca, and in the 
courtyard before the hall was a heap of ashes, and the 
charred bones of men. Before the heap lay the fi^re 
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of one lost in sorrow, for hi» limbs writlied upon tliu 
ground. Anon the man lifted his face, and behold I the 
Wanderer knew that it was bis own face. 

Then of a sudden the gloom passed away from the 
chamber, and once more his blood surged through his 
veins, and there before him sat Meriaraun the Queen, 
smiling darkly. 

‘ Strange sights hast thou seen, is it not so, Wanderer?’ 
she said. 

‘ Yea, Queen, the most strange of sights. Tell me of thy 
courtesy how thou didst conjure them before my eyes.' 

‘ By the magic that I have, Eperitus, I above all 
wizards who dwell in Khem, the magic whereby I can 
read all the past of those — I love/ and again she looked 
\ipon him; 'ay, and call it forth from the storehouse of 
dead time and make it live again. Say, whose face was 
it that thou didst look upon — was it not the face of 
r Odysseus of Ithaca, Laertes’ son, and was not that face 
thine ? ' 

Now the Wanderer saw that there was no escape. 
Therefore he spoke the truth, not because he loved it, 
but because he must. 

' The face of Odysseus of Ithaca it was that I saw 
before me. Lady, and that face is mine. I avow myself 
to be Odysseus, Laertes’ son, and no other man.’ 

The Queen laughed aloud. ‘Great must be my 
strength of magic/ she said, * for it can strip the guile 
from the subtlest of men. Henceforth, Odysseus^ thou 
wilt know that the eyes of Meriamun the Queen see far. 
Now tell me truly : what earnest thou hither to seek ? ’ 

The Wanderer took swift counsel with himself. Be- 
membering that dream of Meriamun of which Bei the 



r 40 THE WORLD^ S DESIRE. 

Priest had told him, and which she knew not that he had 
learned, the dream that showed her the vision of one 
whom she must love, and remembering the word of tile 
dead Hataska, he grew afraid. For he saw well by the 
token of the spear point that he was the man of her 
dream, and that she knew it. But he could not accept 
her love, both because of his oath to Pharaoh and because 
of her whom Aphrodite had shown to him in Ithaca, 
her whom alone he must seek, the Heart’s Desire, the 
Golden Helen. 

The strait was desperate, between a broken oath and 
a woman scorned. But he feared his oath, and the ^hger 
of ^eus, the God of hosts and guests. So he sought 
safety beneath the \Vings of truth. 

'Lady,* he said, 'I will tell thee alU» I came to ' 
Ithaca from the white north, where a curse had driven 
me ; I came and found my halls desolate, and my people 
dead, and the very ashes of my wife. But in a dream of 
the night I saw the Goddess whom I have worshipped 
little. Aphrodite of Idalia, whom in this land ye name 
Hathor, and she bade me go forth and do her will. And 
for reward slie promised me that I should find one who 
waited me to be my deathless love.* 

Meriamun heard him so far, but no further, for of this 
she made sure, that aU was the woman whom Aphrodite 
Irad promised to the Wanderer. Ere he might speak 
another word she glided to him like a snake, and like a 
snake curled herself about him. Then she spoke so low 
that he rather knew her thought than heard her words : 

* Was it indeed so, Odysseus ? Did the Goddess indeed 
send thee to seek me out ? Enow, then, that not to thee 
alone did she speak. I also looked for thee. I also waited 
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the coming of one whom I should love. Oh, heavy have 
been the days, and empty was my heart; and sorely 
through the years have I longed for him who should bo 
brought to me. And now at length it is done, now at 
length I see him whom in my dream I saw,' and slio 
lifted her lips to the lips of the Wanderer, and her heart, 
and her eyes, and her lips said * Love.’ 
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But it was not for nothing that he bore a stout and 
patient heart, and a brain unclouded by danger or by love. 
He had never been in a strait like this ; caught with 
bonds that no sword could cut, and in toils that no skill 
could undo. On one side were love and pleasure — on 
the other a broken oath, and the loss for ever of the 
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Heart’s Desire. For to love another woman, as he hatl 
been warned, was to lose Helen. But again, if he scorned 
the Queen — i^yay, for all his hardihood he dared not tell 
her that she was not the woman of his vision, the woman 
he came to seek. Yet even now his cold courage and 
his cunning did not fail him. 

‘ Lady,* he said, ' we both l^^ve dreamed. But if thou 
didst dream thou wert my Jove, thou didst wake to find 
thyself the wife of Pharaoh. And Pharaoh is my host 
and hath my oath.* 

' I woke to find myself the wife of Pharaoh,* she echoed, 
wearily, and her arms uncurled from his neck and she 
sank back on the couch. * I am Pharaoh’s wife in word, 
but not in deed. Pharaoh is nothing to me, thou Wau-^ 
derer — nought save a name.’ • 

* Yet is ray oath much to me, Queen Meriamun — my 
oath and the hospitable hearth,* the Wanderer made 
answer. * I swo^ to Meneptah to hold thee from all ill, 
and there*s an end.* 

‘And if Pharaoli comes back no more, what then 
Odysseus ? * 

* Then will we talk again. And now, Lady, thy safety 

calls me to visit thy Guard.* And without more words 
he rose and went. ^ 

The Queen looked after him. 

* A strange man,' she said in her heart, ‘who builds a 
barrier with his oath betwixt himself and her he loves 
and has wandered so far to win ! Yet methinks I honour 
him the more. Pharaoh Meneptah, my husband, eat, 
'drink, and be merry, for this I promise thee — ^short 
shall be thy days.’ 



CHAPTER V. 


TUK CUAI'JiL PEKIl-OUS, 

' Swift as a bird or a thought,’ says tlic old harper of 
the Northern Sea. The Wanderer's tlioughts in the 
morning were swift as night birds, flying back and 
brooding over the things he had seen and the words ho 
,had heard in the Queen's cliamber. Again he stood 
between this woman and the oath which, of all oaths, 
was the worst to break. And, indeed, l>o was little 
tempted to break it, for though Mcriainun was beautiful 
and wise, he fciu'ed her love and he |earcd her magic 
art no less than he feared her vengeance if she were 
scorned. Delay seemed the only course. Let him wait 
till the King l eturned, and it would go hard hut he 
found some cause for leaving tl^e•city of Tanis, and 
seeking through new adventures the World’s Desire. 
The mysterious river lay yonder. He would ascend the 
river of which so many tales were told. It flowed from 
the latid of the blameless iEthiopians, the most just of 
men, at whose tables the very Gods s^t as guests. 
There, perchance, far up the sacred stream, in a land 
where no wrong ever came, there, if the Fates permitted, 
he might find the Golden, Helen. 

If the Fates permitted : but all the adventure was 
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of the Fates, Who had sliown him to Meriamunju a 
dream. 

He tamed it long in his mind and found little light. 
It seemed that as he had drifted through darkness 
across a blood-red sea to the shores of Kliem, so he 
should wade through blood to that shore of Fate which 
the Gods appointed. 

Yet after a while lie shook sorrow from him, arose, 
bathed, anointed himself, combed his dark locks, and 
girded on his golden armour. For now he remembered 
that this was the day when the Strange Ilathor should 
Stand upon tlie pylon of the temple and call the people 
to her, arid ho was minded to look upon her, and if 
need be to do battle with that which guarded her. . 

So ho prayed to Aphrodite that she would help him, 
and he poured out wine to her and waited ; he waited, 
but no answer came to his prayer. Yet as he turned 
away it chanced that he saw his countenance in the 
wide golden cup whence he had poured, and it seemed 
to him ihsA it had grown more hxir ai^ lost the stamp 
of years, and that his face was smooth and young as the 
face of that Odysseus who, many years ago, had sailed 
in the black ships and looked back on the smoking 
ruins of windy Troy. In this he saw the hand of the. 
Goddess, and knew that if she might not be manifest 
in this land of strange Gods, yet she was with him. 
And, knowing this, his heart grew light as the heart of 
a boy from whom sorrow is yet a long way oflF, and who 
has not dreamed of death. 

Then he ate and drank, aod when he had put from 
him the desire of food he arose aad girded on the sword, 
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Euryalus’s gift, but the black bow lie‘*»left in its case. 
Now he vas ready and about to set forth when Rei the 
Priest entered the chamber. , 

‘Whither gocst thou,^ Eperitus?* asked Rei the 
instructed Priest ‘ And what is it that has made thy 
face so fair, as thougli many years had been lifted from 
thy back ? ’ 

*’Tis but sweet sleep, Rei,* said the Wanderer. 
‘Deeply I slept last night, and the weariness of my 
wanderings fell from me, and now I am as I was before 
I sailed across the blood-red sea into the night* 

‘ Sell thou the secret of this sleep to the ladies of 
Khcra,* answered the aged priest, smiling, ‘and little 
shalt thou lack of wealth for all thy days.* 

Thus he spake as though he believed the Wanderer, 
but in his heart he knew tliat the thing was of the Gods, 
The Wanderer answered : 

‘I go up to the Temple of the Hathor, for thou dost 
remember it is to-day that she stands upon the pylon 
brow and calls the people to her. Comest thou also, 
Rei?* 

‘ Nay, nay, I come not, Eperitus. ’ I am old indeed, 
but yet the blood creeps through these withered veins, 
and, perchance, iS I came and looked, the madness 
would seize me also, and I too should rush on to my 
slaying. There is a way in which a man may listen to 
the voice of the Hathor, and that is to have his eyes 
blindfolded, as many do. But even then he will tear 
the bandage from his eyes, and look, and die with the 
others. Ob, go not up, Eperitus — I pray thee go not 
up. I Jove thee — I know not why — and am little 
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minded to see thee dead. Though, perchance/ he 
added, as though to himself, ^it would be we^ for those 
I serve if thou wert dead, thou Wanderer, with the eyes 
of Fate/ 

‘Have no fear, Rei/ said the Wanderer, ‘as it is 
doomed so shall I die and not otherwise. Never shall it 
be told/ he murmured in his heart, ‘ that he who stood 
in arms against Scylla, the Horror of the Rock, turned 
back from any form of fear or from any shape of Love/ 

Then Rei wrung his liands and went nigh to weeping, 
for to him it seemed a pitiful thing that so goodly a 
man and so great a liero should thus be done to death. 
But the Wanderer passed out through the city, and Rei 
went witli him for a certain distance. At length they, 
came to the road set on either side with sphinxes, that 
leads from the outer wall of brick to the garden of the 
Temple of Hathor, and down this road hurried a 
multitude of men of all races and of every age. Here 
the prince w^as borne along in his litter; here the 
young noble travelled in his chariot. Here came the 
slave bespattered with the mud of the fields; here the 
cripple limped upon his crutches; an<i here was the 
blind man led by a liound. And with each man came 
women : the wife of the man, or Jbis mother, or his ^ 
sisters, or she to whom he was vowed in marriage. 
Weeping they came, and with soft words and clinging 
arms they strove to hold back him whom they loved. 

‘ Oh, my son ! my son 1 ’ cried a woman, ‘ hearken to 
thy mother’s voice. Go not up to look upon the 
Goddess, for if thou dost look then shalt thou die, and 
thou alone ait left alive to me. Two brothers of thine 
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I bore, and behold, both aj*e dead ; and wilt thou die 
also, and leave me, who ^ am old, alone and desolate ? 
Be not niaih my son, thou art the dearest of all ; ever 
have I loved thee and tended thee. Come back, I pray 
—come back.* 

But her son heard not and heeded not, pressing on 
toward the Gates of the Heart’s Desire. 

‘ Oh, my husband, my husband ! * cried another, 
young, of gentle birth, and fair, wlio bare a babe on her 
left arm and with the right clutched her lord’s broidered 
robe. ‘Oh, my husband, have I not loved thee and 
been kind to thee, and wilt thou still go up to look 
upon the deadly glory of the Hathor ? They say she 
wears the beauty of the Dead. Lovest thou me not 
hotter than her who died five years agone, Merisa the 
daughter of Rois, though thou didst love her first? 
See, here is thy babe, thy babe, but one week born. 
Even from my bed of pain I have risen and followed 
after thee down these weary roads, and I am like to 
lose my life for it. Here is thy babe, let it plead with 
thee. Let me die if so it must be, but go not thou up 
to thy death. It is no Goddess whopi thou wilt see, 
but an evil spirit loosed from the under-world, and that 
i^hall be thy doom. ^Oh, if I please thee not, take thou 
another wi|e and I will make her welcome, only go not 
up to thy death !’ 

But the man fixed his eyes upon the pylon tops, 
heeding her not, and at length she sank upon the road, 
and there with the babe would have been crushed by 
the chariots, had not the Wanderer borne her to one 
side of the way. 
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Now, of all sights this was the most dreadful, for on 
every side rose the prayers and lamentations of women, 
and still the multitude of men pressed on unheeding, 

‘ Now thou seest the power of Love, and how if a 
woman be but beautiful enough she may drag all men 
to ruin,’ said Rei the Priest. 

‘Yes,' said the Wanderer; ‘a strange sight, truly. 
Much blood hath this Hathor of thine upon her 
hands.' 

‘And yet thou wilt give her thine. Wanderer.' 

‘That I am not minded to do,' he answered; ‘yet 
I will look upon her face, so speak no more of it.' 

Now they were come to the space before the bronze 
gates of the pylon of the outer court, and there tl^e 
multitude gathered to the number of nlany hundreds. 
Presently, as they watched, a priest came to the gates, 
that same priest who had shown the Wanderer the 
bodies in the baths of bronze. He looked through the 
bars and cried aloud : 

‘Whoso would enter into the court and look upon 
the Holy Hathor let him draw nigh. Know ye this, all 
men, the Hathor is to him who can win her. But if h^e 
p|ss not, then shall he die and be buried within the 
tem|flo, nor shall he ever look upgn the sun again. Of 
this ye are warned. Since the Hathor came again to 
of men seven hundred and three have gone up 
ta;^iii her, and of bodies seven hundred and two lie 
^ within " the vaults, for of all these men Pharaoh 
Meneptah alone hath gone back living. Tet there is 
place for more I Enter, ye who would look upon the 
Hathor 1' 
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Now there axose a mighty wailing from the women. 
They clung madly about the necks of those who were 
dear to them, and some clung not in vain. For the 
te^wrts of many failed them at the last, and they shrank 
from entering in. But a few of those who had already 
looked upon the Hathor from afiir, perchance a score in 
all, struck the women from them and rushed up to the 
gates. 

SSurely thou wilt not enter in?' quoth Rci, clinging 
to the arm of the Wanderer. ‘ Oh, turn thy back on 
death and come back with me. I pray thco turn.* 
‘Nay,* said the Wanderer, 'I will go in.* 

Then Rei the Priest threw dust upon his head, wept 
f^loud, and turned and fled, never stopping till he came 
to the Palace, Vhere sat Meriamun the Queen. 

Now the priest unbarred a wicket in the gates of 
bronze, and one by one those wdio were stricken of the 
madness entered in. For all of these had seen the 
Uathor many times from afar without the wall, and 
now they could no more withstand their longing. And 
as they entered two other priests took them by the 
hand and bound their eyes with cloths, so that uniess 
they willed it they might not see the glory of 
Hathor, but only hoar the sweetness of her voice. But 
two there were who w^ould npt be blindfolded, and of 
these one was that man whose wife had fainted the 
way, and the other was a man sightless from his 
For although he might not see the beauty of the God- 
dess, this man was made mad by the sweetness of her 
voice. Now, when all had entered in, save the Wan- 
derer, there was a stir in the crowd, and a man rushed 
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up. He waB travel-stained, he bad a black beard, black 
eyes, and a nose booked like a vulture's beak. 

* Hold I ' he cried. ‘ Hold 1 Shut not the gates ! 
Night and day have I journeyed from the host of the 
Apura who fly into the wilderness. Night and day \ 
have journeyed, leaving wife and flocks and children and 
the Promise of the Land, that I may once more look 
upon the beauty of the Hathor. Shut not the gates ! ’ 

* Pass in,' said the priest, * paiss in, so shall we be rid 
of one of those whom Khem nurtured up to rob her.' 

He entered ; then, as the priest was about to bar the 
wicket, the Wanderer strode forward, and his golden 
armour clashed beneath the portal. 

* Wouldst tliou indeed enter to thy doom, thou mighty 
lord ?' asked the priest, for he knew him well again. 

'Ay, I enter; but perchance not to my doom,' 
answered the Wanderer. Then he passed in and the 
brazen gate was shut behind him. 

Now the two priests came forward to bind his eyes, 
bai this he would not endure. 

‘Not so,' be said; ‘I am come here to see what may 
be seem* ^ 

^0 to, thou madman, go to ! and die the death,’ 
they answered, and led all the men ^to the centre of the, 
courtyard whence they might see the pylon top. Then 
the priests also covered up their eyes and cast them- 
selves at length upon the ground ; so for a while they 
lay, and all was silence within and without the court, 
for they waited ^ the coming of the Hathor. The 
Wanderer glanced through the bars of bronze at the 
multitude gathered there. Silent they stood with up- 
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turned eyes, even the women had ceased from weeping 
and stood in silence. He looked at those beside him. 
Their bandaged faces were lifted and they stared to- 
• wards the pylon tojy as though their vision pierced the 
cloths. The blind man, too, stared upwaM, and his 
pale lips moved, but no sound came from tliem. Now 
at the foot of the pylon lay a little rim of shadow. 
Thinner and tliinner it grew as the moments crept on 
towards the perfect noon. Now there was but a line, 
and now the line was gone, for the sun's red disc burned 
high in the blue heaven straight above the pylon brow. 
Then suddenly and from far there came a faint sweet 
sound of singing, and at the first note of the sound a 
^eat sigh went up through the quiet air, from all tho 
multitude without. Those who were near the Wanderer 
sighed also, and their lips and fingers twitched, and he 
himself sighed, though he knew not why. 

Nearer came the sweet sound of singing, and stronger 
it swelled, till presently those without the temple gate 
who were on higher ground caught sight of her yfho 
sang. Then a hoarse roar went up from every throal^' 
and madness took them. On they* rushed, dashing 
themselves against the gates of bronze and the steep 
walls on either side, and beat upon them madly with 
their fists and brows, and climbed on each other's 
shoulders, gnawing at the bars with their teeth, crying 
to be let in. But the women threw their arms about 
them and screamed curses on her whose beauty brought 
all men to madness. i 

So it went for a while, till presently the Wanderer 
looked up, and lo! upon the pylon’s brow stood the 
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woman's self, and at her coming all were once more 
silent. She was tall and straight, clad in clinging 
white, but on her breast there glowed a blood-red ruby 
stone, fashioned like a star, and from it fell red drops 
that stained for one moment the whiteness of her robes, 
and then the robe was white again. Her golden hair 
was tossed this way and that, and shone in the sunlight, 
lier arms and neck were bare, and she held one hand 
before her eyes as though to hide the brightness of her 
beauty. For, indeed, she could not be called beautiful 
but Beauty itself. 

And they who had not loved saw in her that first 
love whom no man has ever won, and they who had 
loved saw that first love whom every man has lost. 
And all about her rolled a glory — like the glory of the 
dying day. Sweetly she sang a song of promise, and 
her voice was the voice of each man's desire, and the 
heart of the Wanderer thrilled in answer to it as thrills 
a harp smitten by a cunning hand ; and thus she 
sang^ 

Whom hast thou longed for most, 

True love of mine ? 

Whom hast thou loved and lost ? 

Lo, she is thine ! 

» 

She that another wed 
f Breaks from her vow ; 

She that hath long been dead 
W^es for thee now. 

Dreams haunt the hapless bed, 

Qhosts haunt the night, 

Life crowns her living head, 

Love and Delight 
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Nay, not a dream nor ghost, 

Nay, but Divine, 

She that was loved and lost 
Waits to be thine ! 

’ She ceased, and a moan of desire went up from all 
who heard. 

Then the Wanderer saw that those beside him tore 
at the bandages about their brows and rent them loose. 
Only the priests who lay upon the ground stirred not, 
though they also moaned. 

And now again she sang, still bolding her hand before 
her face ; 

Ye that seek me, ye that sue me. 

Ye that flock beneath my tower, 

• Ye would win me, would undo me, 

•[ must perish in an hour, 

Dead before the Love that slew me, clasped the 
Bride and crushed the flower. 

Hear the word and mark the warning, 

Beauty lives but in your sight, 

Beauty fades from all men’s scorning . 

In the watches of the night. 

Beauty wanes before the morning, and 
Love dies in bis delight. 

She ceased, and once more there was silence. Then 
suddenly she bent forward across the pylon brow so far 
\hat it seemed that she must fall, and stretching out 
her arms as though to clasp those beneath, sliced all 
the glory of her loveliness. 

The Wanderer looked, then dropped his eyes as ono 
.%ho has seen the brightness of the noonday sun. In 
tlie darkness of his mind the world was lost, and ho 
could think of naught save the clamour of the people, 
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which fretted his ears. They were all crying, and none 
were listening. 

‘ See I see r shouted one. ' Look at her hair ; it jis 
dark as the raven's wing, and her eyes — they are dark 
as night. Oh, my love ! my love ! ’ 

* See I see ! ' cried another, ‘ were ever skies so blue as 
those eyes of hers, was ever foam so white as those 
white arms ? * 

* Even so she looked whom once I we<l many summers 
gone/ murmured a third, ' even so when first I drew 
her veil. Hera was that gentle smile breaking like 
ripples on the water, hers that curling hair, hors that 
child-like grace/ 

‘ Was ever woman so queenly ma le ? ' said a fourth. 
* Look now on the brow of pride, look on the deep, dark 
eyes of storm, the arched lips, and the imperial air. 
Ah, here indeed is a Goddess meet for worship/ 

*Not so I see her/ cried a fifth, that man who had 
come from the host of the Apura. ‘Pale she is and 
fair, tall indeed, but delicately shaped, brown is her hair, 
and brown are her great eyes like the eyes of a stag, 
and ah, sadly she looks upon me, longing for my love.' 

* My eyes are opened/ screamed tlie blind man at the 
Wanderer’s side. ' My eyes are opened, and I see the 
pylon towjsr and the splendid sun. Love hath touched 
me on the eyes and tliey are opened. But lo I not one 
shape hath she but many shapes. Qh, she is Beauty's 
self, and no tongue may tell her glory. Let me die I 
let me die, for my eyes are opened. 1 have looked on 
Beauty's self! I know what all the world journeys on 
to seek, and why we die and what we ^ to find in deatli/ 



CHAPTER VI. 

Tine WARDENS OF THE GATE. 

The clamour swelled or sank, and the men called 
and cried the names of many women, some dead, some 
lost. Others were mute, silent in the presence of the 
• World's Desire, silent as when we sec lost faces in a 
dream. The Wanderer had looked once and then cast 
down his eyes and stood with his face hidden in his 
hands. He alone waited and strove to think ; the rest 
were abandoned to the bewilderment of their passions 
and their amaze. 

What was it that he had seen ? That which he had 
sought his whole life long; sought by sea and land, 
not knowing what he sought. For this he had wandered 
with a hungry heart, and now was the hunger of his 
^ heart to be appeasfed ? Between him and her was the 
unknown barrier and the invisible Death. Was he to 
pass the unmarked boundary, to force those guarded 
gates and achieve whore all had failed ? Had a magic 
deceived his eyes ? Did he look but on a picture and 
a vision that some art could call again from the haunted 

'jf-' 

place of Memory 1 * 

He sighed aad k>oked again. Lo t in his chamed 
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sight a fair girl seemed to stand upon the pylon brow, 
and on her head she bore a shining urn of bronze. 

He knew her now. He had seen her thus at tl\e 
court of King Tyndareus as he drove in his chariot^ 
through the ford of Eurotas ; thus he had seen her also 
in the dreatn on the Silent Isle. 

Again he sighed and again he looked. Now in his 
charmed sight a woman sat, whose face was the face of 
the girl, grown more lovely far, but sad with grief and 
touched with shame. 

He saw her and he knew her. So he had seen her 
in Troy towers when he stole thither in a beggar’s guise 
from the camp of the Achssaus. So he had seen her 
when she saved his life in Ilios. 

Again \q sighed and again he looked, and now he 
saw th6, OfolJen Helen. 

She stood upon the pylon's brow. She stood with 
arms outstretched, with eyes upturned, and on her 
shining face there was a smile like the infinite smile of 
the dawn. Oh, now indeed he knew the shape that 
was Beauty’s self — the innocent Spirit of Love sent on 
earth by the undying Gods to be the doom and the 
delight of men; to draw them through the ways of 
strife to the unknown end. • 

Awhile the Golden Helen stood thus looking up and 
out to the worlds beyond; to the peace beyond the 
strife, to the goal beyond the grave. Thus she stood 
while men scarce dared to breathe, summoning all to 
cdlbe and take that which upon earth is guarded so 
irfflnoibly. 

an once more she sang, and as she sang, i 
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drew herself away, till at length nothing was left of the 
vision of her save the sweetness of her dying song. 

Who wins his Love shall lose her, 

Who loses her shall gain, 

For still the spirit woos her, 

A soul without a stain ; 

And Memory still pursues her 
With longings not in vain ! 

» He loses her who gains her, 

^ Who watches day by day 
The dust of time that stains her, 

‘ The griefs that leave her grav, 

The flesh that yet enchains her 
Whose grace hath passed away ’ 

Oh, happier he who gains not 
The Love some teem to gain : 

JThe Joy that cu<»tom stains not 
Shall still with him remain, 

The loveliness that wanes not, 

The Love that ne’er can wane 

In dreams she grows not older 
The lands of Dream among, 

Though all the world wax colder. 

Though all the songs be sung, 

In dreams doth he behold her 
Still fair and kind and young. 

Now the silence died away, and again madness came 
upon those V^ho^had listened and looked. The men 
without the wall once more hurled themselves against 
the gates, while the women clung to them, shrieking 
curses on the beauty of the Hathor, for the song meant 
nothing to these women, and their arms were about 
those whom they loved and who won them their bread. 
But moat of the mdh who were in the outer court 
rushed up to the inner gates within which stood the 
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alabaster shrine of the Hathor. Some flung themselves 
upon the ground and clutched at it, as in dreams men 
fling themselves down to be saved from falling into a 
pit that has no bottom. Yet as in such an evil sltimber ^ 
the dreamer is drawn inch by inch to the mouth of the 
pit by an unseen hand, so these \i^etched men were 
dragged along the ground by the might of their own 
desire. In vain they set their feet against the stones 
to hold themselves from going, for they thrust forward 
yet more fiercely with their hands, and thus little by 
little drew near the inner gates writhing forwards yet 
moving backwards like a wounded snake dragged along 
by a rope. For of those who thus entered the outer 
court and looked upon the Hathor, few might go back 
alive. • 

Now the priests drew the cloths from their eyes, and 
nsing, flung wide the second gates, and there, but a 
little way oflF, the veil of the shrine wavered as if in a 
wind. For now the doors beyond the veil were thrown 
open, as might be seen when the wind swayed its 
Tyrian web, and through the curtain came the sound 
of the same sweet singing. 

* Draw near I Draw near I ' cried the ancient priest, 

* Let him who would win the Hathor draw near V 

Now at first the Wanderer was minded to rush on,^ 
But his desire had not wholly overcome him, nor had 
hid wisdom left him. He took counsel with his heart 
and waited to let the others go, and to see how it fared 
with them. 

The worshipjliBrB were now hurrying back and now 
starting onwards, as fear and longing seized them, till 
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the man who was blind drew near, led by the hand of 
a priest, for his hound might not enter the second court 
of the temple. 

* Do ye fear ? ' he cried. , ‘ Cowards, I fear not. It 
is better to look upon the glory of the Hathor and 
die than to live and never see her more. Set my 
face straight, ye priests, set niy face straight, at the 
worst I can but die.* 

So they led him as near the curtains as they dared to 
go and set his face straight. Then with a great cry he 
rushed on. But he was caught and whirled about like 
a leaf in a wind, so that he fell. He rose and again 
rushed on, again to be whirled back. A third time he 
rose and rushed on, smiting witli his blind man’s staff. 
*The blow fell, and stayed in mid-air, and there came a 
hollow sound as of a smitten shield, and the staff that 
dealt the blow was shattered. Then there was a noise 
like the noise of clashing swords, and the man instantly 
sank down dead, though the Wande|spr could see no 
wound upon him, 

‘ Draw near I Draw near ! ’ cried the priest again. 

* This one is fallen. Let him who would win the 
Hathor draw near ! ' 

Then the man^who had fled from the host of the 
^ Apura rushed forward, crying on tlie Lion of his tribe. 
Back he was hurled, and back again, but at the third 
time once more there came the sound of clasliing swords, 
and he too fell dead. 

‘ Draw near I Draw neai' I’ ciied the priest. ‘ Another 
has fallen I l<et him who would win the Hathor draw 
nearl' 
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And now man after man rushed on, to be first hurled 
back an<| then slain of the clashing swords. And at 
length all were slain save the Wanderer alone. 

Then the priest spake ; ' « 

‘ Wilt thou indeed rush on to doom, thou glorious 
man ? Thou hast seen the fate of many. Be warned 
and turn away.' 

‘ Never did I turn from man or ghost,' said the Wan- 
derer, and drawing his short sword he came near, warily 
covering his head with his broad shield, while the 
priests stood back to see him die. Now, the Wanderer 
had marked that none were touched till they stood 
upon the very threshold of the doorway. Therefore he 
uttered a prayer to Aphrodite and came on slowly tiU 
his feet were within a bow's length of the threshold, 
and there he stood and listened. Now he could hear 
the very words of the song that the Hathor sang as she 
wove at her loom. So dread and sweet it was that for 
a while he tholight no more on the Guardians of the 
Gateii nor* of how he might win the way, nor of aught 
save the song. For she was singing shrill and clear in 
hi| own dear tongue, the tongue of the Achmans : 

Point with threads of gold and scarlet, paint the battles foiiglit 
for me, • 

All the wars for Argive Helen ; storm and sack by land or sea ; * 
All the tale of loves and sorrows that have been and are to be. 

Point her lips that like a cup have pledged the lips of heroes all, 
Paint Ifer golden hair nnwhitened wMIle the many winters fall, 
Point the beauty that is mistress of the wide world and its thrall ! 

Paint the stomuf of ships and chariots, rain of arrows flying far, 
Paint the waver of Warfare leaping up at Beauty like a star, 

Like a star that pale and trembling himgs above the waves of War. 
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Paint tbe^ ancient llios fallen ; paint the flames that scaled the 
sky, 

When the foe was in the fortress, when the trumpet and the cry 
Rang of men in their last onset, men whose hour hod dawned to 
, die. 

Woe for me once loved of all men, me that never yet have 
known 

How to love the hearta that loved me. Woe for me, who hear 
the moan 

Of my lovers’ ghosts that perished in their cities overthrown. 

Is there not, of Qods or mortals, oh, ye Qocls, is there not one — 
One whose heart shall mate with my heart, one to love ere all be 
done, 

All the tales of wars that shall be for my love beneath the sun 1 

Now the song died away, and the Wanderer once 
more bethought him of the Wardens of the Gate and 
of the battle Vhich he must fight. But as he braced 
himself to rush on against the unseen foe the music of 
the singing swelled forth again, and whether he willed it 
• or willed it not, so sweet was its magic that there he 
must wait till the song was done. And now stronger 
and more gladly rang the sweet shrill voice, like the 
voice of one who has made moan through the livelong 
winter night, and now sees the chariot of the dawn 
climbing the eastern sky. And thus the Hathor 
sang : , 

Ah, within my heart a hunger for the love unfelt, unknown, 

Slirs at length, and wakes and murmurs us a child that wakes to 
. moan, ^ 

Left to sleep within some silent house of strangers and alone. 

So my heart awakes, and waking, moans with hunger and with 
cold, 

Cries in pain of dim remembrance for the joy that was of old ; 

For the love that was, that shall be, half forgot and half foretold. 


N 
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Have I dreamed it or remembered 7 la another world was 1, 
Lived and loved in alien season^ moved beneath a golden sky. 
In a golden' clime where never came the strife of men that die* 

But the Gods themselves were jealous, for our bliss was over 
great, 

And they brought on us division, and the horror of their Hate, 
And they set the Snake between us, and the twining coils of 
Fate. 

And they said, ^ Go forth and seek each other’s face, and only 
find 

Shadows of that face ye long for, dreams of days left far 
behind, 

Love the shadows and be loved with loves that waver as the 
wind.* 

Once more the sweet singing died away, but as the 
Wanderer grasped his sword and fixed the broad shield 
upon his arm he remembered the dream Meriamim 
the Queen, which had been told him by Rei the Priest. 
For in that dream twain who had sinned were made 
three, and through many deaths and lives must seek 
each other’s face. And now it seemed that the burden 
of the song was the burden of the dream. 

^Then he thought no more on dreams, or songs, or 
omens, but only on the deadly foe that stood before him 
wrapped in darkness, and on Helen, in whose arms he 
yet should lie, for so the Goddess had sworn to him in 
sea-girt Ithaca. He spoke no word, he named no God, 
but sprang forward as a lion springs from his bed of 
reeds ;f|ind, lol his buckler clashed against shields that 
barred the way, and invisible arms seized him to hurl ** 
liim back. But no weakling was the Wanderer, thus to 
bo pushed asilie by magic, but the stoutest man left 
alive in the whole world now that Aias, Telamon’s son, 
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was dead The priests wondered as they saw how he 
gave hack never a step, for all the might of the Wardens 
of the Gate, but lifted his short sword and hewed down 
•so terribly that fire leapt from the air where the short 
sword fell, the good short sword of Euryalus the ifPhae- 
acian. Then came the clashing of the swords, and from 
all the golden armour that once the god-like Paris wore, 
ay, from buckler, helm, and greaves, and breastplate 
the sparks streamed up as they stream from the anvil 
of the smith when he smites great blows on swords 
made white with fire. 

Swift as hail fell the blows of the unseen blades upon 
the golden armour, but he who wore it took lio harm, 
iior was it so much as marked with the dint of the 
swords. So while the priests wondered at this miracle 
the viewless Wardens of the Gate smote at the Wanderer, 
and the Wanderer smote at them again. Then of a 
‘ sudden he knew this, that they who barred the path 
were gone, for no more blows fell, and his sword only 
cut the air. 

Then he rushed on and passed behind the veil and 
stood within the shrine. 

But as the curtains swung behind him the singing 
rose again upon the air, and he might not move, but 
stood fixed with his eyes gazing where, far up, a loom 
was set within the shrine. For the sound of the sing- 
• ing came from behii^ the great web gleaming in the 
loom, the sound of the song of Helen as she heard 
the swords clash and tbe ringing of the harness of 
those whose knees were loosened in death. It was 
thus she sang; 
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Clamour of iron on iron, and shrieking of steel upon steel, 

Hark how they echo again ! 

Life with the dead is at war, and the mortals are shaken and 
reel, 

The living are slain by the slain ( 

Clamoni^f iron on iron ; like music that chimes with a song, 

So with my life doth it chime, 

And my footsteps must fall in the dance of Erinnya, a revel of 
wrong, 

Till the day of the passing of Time ! 

Ghosts of the dead that have loved me, your love have been 
vanquished of death. 

But unvanquished of death is your hate ; 

8ay, is there none that may woo me and win me of all that draw 
breath, 

Not one but is envied of Fate ? 

ft 

Now the song died, and the Wanderer looked up, and 
before him stood three shadows of mighty men clad in 
armour. He gazed upon them, and he knew the 
blazons painted on their shields; he knew them for 
heroes long dead — Pirithous, Theseus, and Aias. 

They looked upon him, and then cried with one 
voice : 

‘ Hail to thee, Odysseus of Ithaca, son of Laertes I' 

* Hail to thee,’ cried the Wanderer ‘ Theseus, iEgeus* 
son I Once before didst thou go do\fn into the House 
of Hades, and alive thou earnest forth again. Hast 
thou crossed yet again the stream of Ocean, and dost 
thou live in the sunlight ? For of 6ld I sought thee 
and found thee not in the House of Hades ? ’ 

The semblance of Theseus answered : ' In the House 
of Hades I abide this day, and in the fields of asphodel 
But that thou seest is a shadow, sent forth by Uie 
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Queen Persephone, tp be the guard of ^he beauty of 
Helen/ 

* Hail to thee, Pirithous, Ixion’s son,* cried the 
Wanderer again. " Hast thou yet won the dread 
Persephone to be thy love? And why doth Hades 
give his rival holiday to wander in the sunlight, for of 
old I sought thee, and found thee not in the House of 
Hades/ 

Then the semblance of Pirithous answered : 

'In the House of Hades I dwell this day, and that 
thou seest is but a shadow which goes with the shadow 
of the hero Theseus. For whore he is am 1 , and where 
he goes I go, and our very shadows are not sundered ; 
but we guard the beauty of Helen.* 

' Hail to *thee, Aias, Telamon*s son/ cried the Wan- 
deier. ‘ Hast thou not forgotten thy wrath against mo, 
for the sake of those accursed arms that I won from 
thee, the arras of .Achilles, son of Pcicus ? For of old 
in the House of Hades I spoke to thee, but thou 
wouldst not answer one word, so heavy was thine 
anger.’ 

Then the semblance of Aias made, answer: ‘With 
iron upon iron, and the stroke of bronze on bronze, 
would I answer thee, if I \vere yet a living man and 
looked upon the sunlight. But I smite with a shadowy 
spear atid slay none but men foredoomed, and I am the 
shade of Aias who dwells in Hades. Yet tlie Queen 
Persephone sent me forth to be the guard of the beauty 
of Helen/ 

Then the Wanderer spake. 

‘ Tell me, ye shadows of the sons of heroes, is the way 
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closed, and do the Gods forbid it, or may I that am yet 
a living man pass forward and gaze on that ye guard, on 
the beauty of Helen ? ’ 

Then each of the three nodded with his head, and 
smote once upon liis shield, saying : 

‘Pass by, but look not back upon us, till thou hast 
seen thy desire/ 

Then the Wanderer went by, into the innermost 
chamber of the alabaster shrine. 

Now when the shadows had spoken thus, they grew 
dim and vanished, and the Wanderer, as they had 
commanded, drew slowly up on the alabaster shrine, till 
at length he stood on the hither side of the web upon 
the loom. It was a great %vob, wide and high, and hid 
all the innermost recesses of the shrine. Here he 
waited, not knowing how he should break in upon the 
Hathor. 

A.S he .stood wondering thus his buckler .‘^lipped from 
his loosened hand and clashed upon the marble floor, 
and as it oladied the voice of the Hathor took up tlie 
broken song ; and thus she sang ever more sweetly : — 

Ghosts of the dwul llmt have loved me, your love has been 
vaiiquisluMl l^y Death, 

Bat unvftn(|Hi8hed by Death is your Hate ; 

Say, ia there none that may woo me and win me of all that draw' 
breath, 

Not one but is envied of Fate ? 

None that may pass you unwounded, unscathed of invisible 
spears— 

By the splendour of Zeus there is one, 

And he conie.s and my spirit is touched as Demeter is toucliod 
by the tears 

Of the Spring and the kiss of the sun I 
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Fur he comes, and niy heart that was cliill as a lake in the season 
of snow, 

la molten, and glows as with fire. 

And the Love that 1 knew not is bom and he laughs in my heart, 
and I know 

The name and the flame of Desire. 

As a flame am 1 kindled, a flame that is blown by a wind from 
the North, 

By a wind that is deadly with cold, 

And the hope that awoke in me faints, for the Love that is bom 
shall go forth 

To my Love, and shall die as of old I 

Now the song sobbed itself away, but the heart of 
the Wanderer echoed to its sweetness as a lyre moans 
and thrills when the hand of the striker is lifted from 
the strings.^ 

For a while he stood thus, hidden by the web upon 
the loom, while his limbs shook like the leaves of the 
tall poplar, and his face turned white as turn the poplar 
leaves. Then desire overcame him, and a longing he 
could not master, to look upon the face of her who sang, 
and he seized the web upon the loom, and rent it with 
a groat rending noise, so that it fell down on either side 
of him, and the gold coils rippled at’ his feet. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THE SHADOW IN THE SUNLIGHT. 

The torn web fell — the last veil of the Strange 
Hathor. It fell, and all its unravelled threads of glit- 
tering 'gold and scarlet rippled and coiled about tlie 
Wanderer s feet, and about the pillars of the loom. 

The web was torn, the veil was rent, the labour was* 
lost, the pictured story of loves and wars was all 
undone. 

But there, white in the silvery dusk of the alabaster 
shrine, there was the visible Helen, the bride and the 
daughter of Mystery, the World^s Desire ! 

There shone that fabled loveliness of which no story 
was too strange, of which all miracles seemed true. 
There, her hands folded on her lap, her head bowed— 
there sat she whose voice was the^ echo of all sweet ' 
voices, she whose shape was the mirror of all fair* 
forms, she whose changeful beauty, so they said, was 
the child of the changeful moon. 

Helen sat in a chair of ivftry, gleaming even through 
the sunshine of her outspread hair. She was clothed 
in soft folds of white ; on her breast gleamed the Star- 
stone, the red stone of the sea-deeps that melts in tbe 
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, sunshine, but that melted not on the breast of Helen. 
Moment by moment the red drops from the ruby heart 
of the star fell on her snowy raiment, fell and vanished, 
• — fell and vanished, — and left no stain. 

The Wanderer looked on her face, but the beauty 
and the terror of it, as she raised it, were more than lio 
could bear, and he stood like those who saw the terror 
and the beauty of that face which changes men to 
stone. 

For the lovely eyes of Helen stared wide, her lips, yot 
quivering with the last notes of song, were open wide 
in fear. She seemed like one who walks alone, and 
suddenly, in the noonday light, meets the hated dead ; 
encountering the ghost of an enemy come back to earth 
with the instant summons of doom. 

For a moment the sight of her terror made even the 
Wanderer J^fraid. What was the horror she beheld in 
this haunted .shrine, where was none save themselves 
alone ? Wliat w.ts with them in the sliririo ? 

Then he saw that her eyes were fixed on his golden 
armour which Paris once had worn, oji the golden shield 
with the blazon of the White Bull, oil the golden helm, 
whose visor was down s*^' that it quite hid his. eyes and 
^his face — and then<it last her voice broke from her: 

^ Paris! Paris! Paris! Has Death lost bold of 
thee? Hast*. thou come to drag me back to thee and 
to shame ? Paris, dead Paris ! Who gave thee courage 
to, pass the shadows of men whom on earth thou hadst 
not dared to face in war ? ’ 

Then she wrung her hands, and laughed abud with 
the empty laugh of fear. 
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A thought came into that crafty mind of the Wan- 
derer s, and he answered her, not in his own voice, but 
in the smooth^ soft, mocking voice of the traitor Paris, 
whom he had heard forswear himself in the oath before 
Ilios. 

‘ So, lady, thou hast not yet forgiven Paris ? Thou 
weavest the ancient web, thou singest the ancient songs 
— art thou still unkind as of old ? ' 

* Why art thou come back to taunt me ? * she said, 
and now she spoke as if an old familiar fear and horror 
were laying hold of her and mastering her again, after 
long freedom. * Was it not enough to betray me in the 
semblaBice of ray wedded lord ? Why dost thou mock ?/ 

' In love all arts arc fair,* he answered in the voice of 
Paris. ‘ Many have loved thee, Lady, ahd they are all 
dead for thy sake, and no love but mine has been more 
strong than death. -There is none to blame us now, 
and none to hinder. Troy is down, the heroes are' 
white dust; only Love lives yet. Wilt thou not learn. 
Lady, how a shadow can love ? ’ 

She had listened with her head bowed, but now she 
leaped up with blazing eyes and face fire. 

‘ Begone 1 * slic said, ' the heroes are dead for spiy sake, 
and to my shame, but the shame is living yet. Begone ! 
Never in life or death shall my lips touch the false 
lips that lied away my honour, and the false face that 
wore the favour of my lord's.* 

For it was by shape-shifting and magic art, as poets 
tell, that Paris first beguiled Fair Helen. 

Then the Wanderer spoke again with the sweet, 
snmoth voice of Paris, son of Priamt 
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*As I passed up the shrine where thy glory dwells, 
Helen, I heard thee sing. And thou didst sing of the 
waking of thy heart, of the arising of Love within thy 
l8oul, and of the coining of one for whom thou dost 
wait, whom thou didst love long since and shalt love 
for overnioro. And as thou sangest, I came, I Paris, 
who was thy love, and who am thy love, and who alone 
of ghosts and men shall be thy love again. Wilt thou 
still bid me go ? * 

‘ I sang,’ she answered, * yes, as the Gods ])ut it in 
my heart so I sang — for indeed it seemed to me that one 
came who was my love of old, and whom alone I must 
Jove, alone for over. But thou wast not iiti my heart, 
tljou false Paris ! Nay, I Avill toll thee, and with the 
name will scare thcc back to Hell. He was in my 
heart whom once as a maid I saw driving in his chariot 
through the ford of Eurotas while I bore water from 
*the well. He was in my heart whom once I saw in 
Troy, when he crept thither clad in a beggar’s guise. 
Ay, Paris, I will name him by his name, for though he 
is long dead, yet him alone metliinks I loved from the 
very first, and him alone I shall love fill my deathless- 
ness is done — Odysseus, son of Laertes, Odysseus of 
^fliaca, he was named among men, and Odysseus was 
in my heart as I sang and in my heart he shall ever be, 
though the Gods in their wrath have given me to 
‘ others, to my shame, and against my will.' 

Now when the Wanderer heard her speak, and heard 
his own name upon her lips, and knew that the Golden 
Helen loved him alone, it seemed to him as though his 
heart would burst his harness. No word could he find 
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in bis heart to speak, but he raised the visor of his 
helm. 

She looked — she saw and knew him for Odysseus — 
even Odysseus of Ithaca. Then in turn she hid her 
eyes with her liands, and speaking through them said : 

* Oh, Paris 1 ever wast thou false, but, ghost or man, 
of all thy shames this is the shamefullcst. Thou hast 
taken the likeness of a hero dead, and thou hast heard 
me speak such words of him as Helen never spoke 
before. Fie on thee, Paris 1 fie on thee I who wouldest 
trick mo into shame as once before thou didst trick me 
in the shape of Menelaus, who was my lord. Now I will 
call on Zeus to blast thee with his bolts. Nay, not on 
Zeus will 1 call, but on Odysseus’ self. Odysseus!^ 
Odysseus ! Come thou from the shades ahd smite this 
Palis, this trickster, who even in death finds ways to 
mock thee.' 

She ceased, and with eyes upturned and arms out- 
stretched murmured, * Odysseus 1 Odysseus ! Come.' 

Slowly the Wanderer drew near to the glory of the 
Golden Helen — slowly, slowly he came, till his dark 
eyes looked into her eyes of blue. Then at last he 
found his voice and spake. 

' Helen I Argive Helen I’ he said, ‘I am no shadow^ 
come up from Hell to torment thee, and of Trojan Paris 
I know nothing. For I am Odysseus, Odysseus of 
Ithaca, a living man beneath the sunlight. Hither am 
I come to seek thee, hither 1 am come to win thee to 
my heart. For yonder in Ithaca Aphrodite visited me 
in a dream, and bade me wander out upon the seas till 
at length I found thee, Helen, and saw the ited Star 
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blaze upon thy breast. And 1 have wandered, and 1 
have dared, and I have heard thy |ong, and rent the 
web of Fate, and I have seen the Star, and lo ! at last, 
at last ! 1 find thee. Well I saw thou knewest the arms 
of Paris, who was thy husband, and to try thee I spoke 
with the voice of Paris, as of old thou didst feign the 
voices of our wives wlien wc lay in the wooden horse 
within the walls of Troy, Thus I drew the sweetness 
of thy love from thy secret breast, as the sun draws out 
the sweetness of the flowers. But now I declare myself 
to be Odysseus, clad in the mail of Paris — Odysseus 
come on this last journey to be thy love and lord.' 
And he ceased. 

She trembled and looked at him doubtfully, but at 
last she spoke f 

‘ Well do I remember,' she said, ‘that when I washed 
the limbs of Odysseus, in the halls of liios, I marked a 
•great white scar beneath his knee. If indeed thou art 
Odysseus, and not a phantom from the Gods, show me 
that great scar.' 

Then the Wanderer smiled, and, resting his buckler 
against the pillar of the loom, drew* off his golden 
greave, and there was the scar that the boar dealt with 
his tusk on the Parnassian hill when Odysseus was 
a*boy. 

, ‘ Look, Lady,* he said; ‘is this the scar that once 

.thine eyes looked on in the halb of Troy ? ' 

‘Yea,' she said, ‘it is the very scar, and now I know 
that thou art no ghost and no lying shape, but Odys- 
seus' self, come to be my love and lord,' and she looked 
most sweetly in hb eyes. 
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Now the Wanderer wavered no more, but put out his 
arms to gather her^ to his heart. Now the Red Star 
Wlis hidden on his breast, now the red drops dripped 
from the Star upon his mail, and the face of her who is 
the World's Desire grew soft in the shadow of his helm, 
while her eyes were melted to tears beneath his kiss. 
The Gods send all lovers like joy ! 

Softly she sighed, softly drew back from his arms, 
and her lips were opened to speak when a change came 
over her face. 'Fhe kind eyes were full of fear again, as 
she gazed where, through the window of the shrine of 
alabaster, the sunlight fell in gold upon the chapel 
floor. What was that which flickered in the sun- 
light? or was it only the dance of the motes in the 
beam ? There was no shadow .cast in flie sunshine ; 
why did she gaze as if she saw another watching 
this nutting of their loves? However it chanced, 
she mastered her fear ; there was even a smile on her 
lips and mirth in her eyes as she turned and spoke 
again. 

* Odysseus, thou art indeed the cunningest of men. 
Thou hast stolen my secret by thy craft; who save 
thee would dream of craft in such an hour ? For when 
I thought thee Paris, and thy face •was hidden by thy 
helm, I called on Odysseus in my terror, as a child cries 
to a mother. Methinks I have ever held him dear; 
always I have found him ready at need, though the 
Gods have willed that till this hour my love might not 
be known, nay, not to my own heart ; so I called on 
Odysseus, and those words were wrung from me to 
scare false Paris back to his own place. But the words 
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that, sliould have driven Paris down to .Hell drew 
Odysseus to my breast. And now it is done, and I 
will not go back npon iny w'ords, for we have kissed 
‘•our kiss of troth, before the immortal Gods liave wo 
kissed, and those ghosts who guard the way to Helen, 
and whom thou alone couldst pass, as it was ffxted, aro 
wil nesses to our oath. And now the ghosts depart, for 
no more no(‘d tlioy guard the beauty of Helcm It is 
given to thee to have and keep, and now is Heh'U once 
more a very woman, for at tliy kiss the curse was 
brokcMi. Ah, friend ! since my lord diet) in pleasant 
Lacedaunon, what tilings liavc I seen .and suffered by 
till' Go Is’ decree! P>ut two things I will tell thee, 
(Odysseus, and thou slialt read them as thou mayest. 
Though ncvcr*beforc in tliy life-days did tliy li[)S touch 
mine, yet I know that not now for the first lime w(‘ 
kiss. And this 1 know also, for the Gods have sot it in 
• my lieart, that tliough our love shall be sliort, ami little 
joy .sliall wc liave one of anoth(,T, yet death sliall not 
end it. For, Odysseus, I am a ilaughler of the Gods, 
and though I .sleep and forget that which has been in 
my sleep, and though my sliape change as but now it 
S(‘emeil to cliangc in the eyes of those ripe to die, yet I 
<lic not. And for tkee, though thou art mortal, death 
^lall be but as the sliort f^ummer nights that mark off 
day from. day. For thou shalt live again, Odysseus, as 
' thou hast lived before, and life by life we shall meet 
and love till the end is come.' 

As the Wanderer listened li# thought once more of 
that dream of Meriamun the Queen, which the priest 
Rei had told liirn. But he said notliing of it to Helen ; 

o 
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for about the Queen and her words to him it seemed 
wisest not to speak. 

"^‘It will bo well to live, Lady, if life by life I fiml 
thee for a love.’ 

‘Life by life thou shalt find me, Odysseus, in this 
shape or in that shalt thou find me — for beauty has 
many forms, and love has many names — but tliou shalt 
ever find me but to lose me again. I tell thee that as 
but now thou wonnest thy way through the ranks of 
those who watch me, the cloud lifted from my mind, and 
I remembered, and I foresaw, and I knew why I, the 
loved of many, might never love in turn. I knew then, 
Odysseus, that I am but the instrument of the Gods, 
who use me for their ends. And I knew that I loved 

t 

thee, and thee only, but with a love thar began before 
the birth-bed, and shall not be consumed by the funeral 
flame.’ , 

' So be it. Lady,’ said the Wanderer, * for this I know, 
that never have I loved Avoman or Goddess as I love 
thee, who iirt henceforth as the heart in my breast, that 
without Avhuh I may not live.’ 

‘ Now speak on,' she said, • for such words as thes<‘ 
are like music in my ears.’ 

‘Ay, I will speak on. Short shall be our love, thou 
sayest. Lady, and my own heart tells me that it is born 
to be brief of days. I know that now I go on my last 
voyaging, and that death comes upon me from the 
water, the swiftest death that may be. This then I 
would dare to ask : Wh^ji sliall we twain be one ? For 
if the hours of life be short, let us lojje while we may/ 

Now Helen’s golden hair fed before her eyes like 
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the bride's veil, and she was silent for a tipie. Then 
she spoke : 

‘ Not now, and not while I dwell in this holy place 
‘ may we be wed, Odysseus, for so should wo call down 
upon us the hate of Gods and men. Tell me, then, 
wliere thou dwellest in the city, and I will come to 
thee. Nay, it is not meet. Hearken, Odysseus. To- 
morrow, one hour before the midnight, sec that tlion 
dost stand without the pylon gates of this my temple ; 
then I will pass out to thee as well I may, and thou 
shalt know pie by the jewel, the Star-stone on my breast 
that shines through the darkness, and by that alone, and 
lo*ad me whither thou wilt. For then thou shalt be iny 
Iprd, and I will he thy wife. And thereafter, as tlio 
Gods show us, so will wc go. For know, it is in my 
mind to fly this land of Khcm, where month by month 
the Gods have made the people die for me. So till 
tlien, farewell, Odysseus, my love, found after many days.* 

‘ It is well, Lady,' .answered the Wanderer. * To- 
morrow night I meet thee without the pylon gates. T 
also am minded to fly tliis land of witchcraft and of 
horror, but I may scarce depart till * Pharaoh return 
again. For he has gone down to battle and has left mo 
to guard his palfltee.'* 

*Of that wc will talk hereafter. Go now ! Go swiftly, 
for here we may not talk more of earthly love,' said the 
Golden Helen. 

Then betook her hand and kissed it and passed from 
before her gl6ry as a man amazed. 

But in his foolish wisdom he spoke no word to her of 
Meriamun the Queen. 



CHAPTER VIIL 


TTTR LOOfllNQ OF THE SnUFT OF HEI. 

Rki tlio Priest liad fled witli what speed he miglit. 
from the Oates of Death, those gates that guarded the 
lovoliuoss of Helen and opened only \ipon men doomed 
to die. The old man was heavy at heart, for he loved 
the Wanderer. Among the (huk children of Khem ho 
had seen none like tliis Achjean, none t^o goodly, so 
strong, and so well versed in all arts of war. He 
remembered how this man had saved the life of her ho 
loved above all women — of Meriamun, the moon-child, 
the fairest (luoen who had sat u}>on the throne of Egypt, 
the fairest and the most learned, save Taia only. He 
bethouglit liim of the Wanderer's beauty as he stood 
upon the board while the long shafts liailcd doivn tlie 
hall. Tl)en he recalled the vision of Meriamun, which 
she had told him long years ago, and the shadow in a 

fi 

golden helm which watched the changed Hataska. The 
more he thought, the more he was perplexed and lost 
in wonder. What did the Gods intend ? Of one thing 
he was sure : the loaders of the host of dreams had 
mocked Meriamun. Tlie man of her vision would never 
be her love : he had gone to meet his doom at the door 
.of the Chapel Perilous. 
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So Rei hasted on, stumbling in his spccil, till he 
came to the Palace and passed through its halls towards 
Ids clmmbeV; At tlie entrance of her own place he met 
Merianiun the Queen. There she stooil in the doorway 
like a picture in its sculptured fraujo, nor could any 
sight be piore beautiful than she was, clad in her Royal 
robes, anrf crowned with the golden snakes. Her blaclC:' 
htiir lay soft and deep on her, and her eyes lo(jked 
strangely forth from bcncatli the ivory of her brow. 

He bowed low before lier and would have passed on, 
but she stayed hiiA 

‘Whither gocst thou, Rei?* she asked, ‘and why is 
thy face so sad ? ' 

^ ‘I go about my business. Queen/ lie answered, ‘and 
I am sad bAiause no tidings come of riinnioh, nor of 
how it has fared with him and the host of tljo Apnra.' 

‘Perchance thou .speakest truth, and yet not all the 
truth/ she answered. ‘ Enter, I would liave speech 
with thee.' 

So he entered, and at lier command seated himself 
before lier in the very scat wlicre tlie Wanderer liad 
sat. /Now, as he .sat thus, of a .sudden Meriatriuii the 
Queen slM to her knees bcforci him, and tears were in 
her eyes and her breast was shaken with sobs. And 
while ho wondered, thinking that she wept at last fur 
her son who was dead among the firstborn, she hid her 
face in her liands upon Ids knees, and trembled. 

‘ What ails thee. Queen, my fosterling ? * lie said. 
But she only took his hand, and laid her own in it, 
and the okl priest's eyes were dim with tears. So she 
sat for awhile, and then she looked up, but still she did 
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I So 

]i()t find words. And lie caressed the beautiful Imperial 
"^liead, that no man had seen bowed before. * What is it, 
my "daughter ? * he said, and she answered at last : 

‘ Hear me, old friend, who art ray only friend — for if ^ 
I speak not my heart will surely burst ; or if it break 
not, my brain will burn and I shall be no more a Queen 
but a living darkness, where vapours creep, and wan- 
dering lights shine faintly on the ruin of my mind. 
Kindest thou that hour — it was the night after the 
hateful night that saw me Pharaoh s wife — when I crept 
to thee and told thee the vision that had come upon 
my soul, had come to mock me even at Pharaoh’s side ? * 

* I mind it well,’ said Rei ; * it was a strange vision, 
nor might my wisdom interpret it.’ 

* And mindest thou what I told tliee \>f the man of 
my vision — the glorious man whom I must love, he who 
was clad in golden armour and wore a golden helm 
wherein a spear-point of bronze stood fast ? ’ 

‘ Yes, I mind it,’ said Rei. 

* And how iS that man named ? ’ she asked, whisper- 
ing, and staring on him with wide eyes. * Is he not 
named Eperitus, the W^anderer ? And hath he not 
come hither, the spear-point in his helm ? And is not 
the hand of JJate upon me, Mcrianum ? Hearken, Rei, 
lieorken ! I love him as it was fated I should love. 
When first. I looked on him as he came up the Hall of 
Audience in his glory, I knew him. I knew him for 
that man who shares the curse laid aforetime on him, 
and on the woman, and on me, wh^, in an unknown 
place, twain became ^ree and were doomed to strive 
from life to life and work each othe|’s woe upon the 
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earth. I knew him, Rei, though ho knew mo not, anil 
I say that my soul shook at the echo of his step, and 
my heart blossomed as the black earth blossoms when 
after flood Sihor seeks his banks again. A glory came 
upon me, Rei, and I looked back through all the mists 
of time and knew him for my love, and I looked forward 
into the depths of time to be and knew him for my 
love. Then I looked on the present hour, and naught 
could I see but darkness, and naught could I hear 
but the groans of dying men and a shrill sound as ol' 
a woman singifig/ 

* An ill talc, Queen,’ said Rei. 

* Ay, an ill tale, Rei, but half untold. Hearken 
again, I will tell thee all. Madness hath entered into 
nic from the Hathor of Atarhechis, the Queen of Desire. 
I am mad with love, even I who never loved. Oh, Rei I 
Rei ! I would win this man. Nay, look not so sternly 
on me, it is Fate that drives me on. Last night I spoke 
to him and discovered to him the name he liides from 
us, his own name, Odysseus, Laertes’ son, Odysseus of 
Ithaca. Ay, thou startest, but so it is. I learned it by 
my magic, and wrung the truth even from the guile of 
the most crafty of men. But it seemed to rne that lie 
turned from me, tjiougli this much I won from him, 
that he had jo\irneyed from far to seek me, the Bride 
that the Oods have promised him.'''* 

The priest leaped up from his seat. ‘Lady!’ he 
cried, * Lady ! whom I serve and whom I have loved 
from a child, thy brain is sick, and not thy heart. Thou 
canst not love him. Dost thoulbot remember that thou 
art Queen of Khem and Pharaoh’s wife ? Wilt thou 
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throw thy honour in the rnirc to be trampled by a 
wandering stranger?* 

‘Ay/ she answered, ‘I am Queen of Khem and 
Pharaol/s wife, but never Pharaoli*s love. Honour ! 
Why dost thou prate to me of honour ? Like Nile in 
flood, my love hath burst the bulwark of my honour, 
and I mark not where custom set it. For all around 
tlic waters seethe and foam, and on them, like a broken 
lily, floats the wreck of iny lost honour. Talk not to 
me of honour, Uoi, teacli me rather how I may win my 
hero to my arms/ 

‘Thou art mad indeed/ he groaned; ‘nevertheless — I 
had forgotten, — this must needs end in words and tears. 
Meriamun, I bring thee tidings. lie whom thou desirest 
is lost to thoo for ever — to thee and all tlie world/ 

She heard, then sprang from the coucl) and stood 
over him like a lioness over a smitten stag, her fierce 
and lovely face alive with rage and fear. 

‘ Is he dead ? * she hissed in his ear. ‘ Dead ! and I 
knew it not? Then thou hast murdered him, and thus 
1 avenge his murder.* 

With the word she snatched a dagger from her girdle 
— that same dagger with which she ofice had struck at 
Menephih her brother, when he wouhl have kissed her 
— and high it flashed above Rei the Priest. 

‘Nay/ she went on, letting the knife fall; ‘after 
another fashion shalt thou die — more slowly, Rei, yes, 
more slowly. Thou knowest the torment of the palm- 
tree ? By that thou shalt die ! * She paused, and stood 
above him with quivering limbs, and breast that heaved, 
uud eyes that flashed like stars. 
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‘ Stay ! stay !' he cried. * It is not I who have slain 
this Wanderer, it lie indeed is dead, but his own folly. 
For he is gone up to look upon the Strange Hathor, 

% and tliosc who look upon the Ilathor do battle with tlio 
Unseen Swords, and th<»se who do battle with the 
Unseen Swords must lie in the baths of bronze and 
seek the Under World.* 

Tlie face of Meriamun grew white at this wonl, as 
the alabaster of the walls, and she (‘ried aloud with a 
great cry. Then she sank upon the couch, pressing hei' 
hand to lier brow and moaning : 

‘ }fow may 1 save him ^ How may J save' him from 
tliat accursed witch? Alas! It is too late — but at 
least I NVill know his end, ay, and hoar of the beauty of 
her who slay.-# him. llci,’ she whisjiercMl, not in the 
speech of Khem, but in the d(‘ad tongue of a dead 
people, ‘ be nut wnatb wdrh me. Oh, have pity on my 
I weakness. Thou knowest of the Putting-forth of the ^ 
Spirit — is it not so ? * 

‘ I am iiiistructed/ he answered, in the same speech ; 
‘*twas I who taught thee tlii.s art, I, and tliat Ancicjiit 
Kvil which is thine.’ 

‘ True — it was tliuu, Rei. Thuu liast ever loved me, 
so thou swearcst, and many a deecl of dread have wt? 
tft\red together. Lend me thy Spirit, Rei, that I may 
send it forth to the Temple of the False Hathor, and 
, learn wdiat passes iu the temple, and of the death of 
him — whom I must love.* 

‘ An ill deed, Meriamun, and a fearful,* he answered, 
'for there shall my Spirit meet them who watch tliii 
gates, and who knows what may chance when the 
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bodiless one Uiat yet hath cai tlily life meets the bodiless 
ones who live no more on earth ? ' 

'Yet wilt thou dare it, Rei, for love of me, as being 
instructed thou alone canst do,’ she pleaded. 

'Never have I refused thee aught, Meriamun, nor 
will I say thee nay. This only I ask of thee — that if 
my Spirit comes back no more, thou wilt bury me in 
that tomb which I have made ready by Thebes, and if 
it may be, by thy strength of magic wring me from the 
power of the strange Wardens. I am prepared — thou 
knowest the spell — say it.’ 

He sank back in the carven couch, and looked 
upwards. Then Meriamun drew near to him, gazed 
into his eyes and whispered in his oar in that dead 
tongue she knew. And as she whisperc^d tlie face ^f 
Rei grew like the face of one dead. She drew back 
and spoke aloud : 

* Art thou loosed, Spirit of Rei ? ’ , 

Then the lips of Rei answered her, saying : ' I am 
loosed, Meriamun. Whither shall I go ? ’ 

‘ To the court of the Temple of Hathor, that is before 
the shrine.* 

' It is done, Meriamun.' 

' What seest thou ? ' 

f 

‘ I see a man clad in golden armour. He stands 
with buckler raised before the doorway of the shrine, 
and before him arc the ghosts of heroes dead, though , 
he may not see them with the eyes of the flesh. From 
within the shrine there comes a sound of singing, and 
he listens to the singing.* 

' What does he hear ? ’ 
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Then the loosed Spirit of Rci the Priest told 
Meriamiin the Queen all the words of the song that 
Helen sang. And when she heard and knew that it 
was Argive Helen who sat in the halls of Hathor, the 
heart of the Queen grew faint within her, and her 
knees trembled. Yet more did she tremble when she 
learned those words that rang like the words she herself 
had heard in her vision long ago — telling of bliss that 
had been, of the hate of the Gods, and of the unending 
Quest. 

Now the song ended, and the Wanderer went up 
against the ghosts, and the Spirit of llei, spCraking with 
the lips of Rei, told all that befell, wlnlc Meriaiuuu 
hearkened witlt open cars — ay, and cried aloud with 
joy when thep Wanderer forced his path through the 
invisible swords. 

Then once more the sweet voice sang and the loosed 
Spirit of Rei told the words she sang, and to Meriamun 
they seemed fateful. Then he told her all the talk 
that passed between the Wanderer and the ghosts. 

Now the ghosts being gone she bade the Spirit of 
Rei follow the Wanderer up the sanctiKiry, and from the 
loosed Spirit she heard how he rent the web, and of all 
the words of Helen ^nd of the craft of him who feigned 
fo be Paris. Then the web was torn and the eyes of 
the Spirit of Rei looked on the beauty of her who was 
behind it. 

‘ Tell me of the face of the False Hathor ? * said the 
Queen. 

And the Spirit of Rei answered : ‘Her face is that 
beauty which gathered like a mask upon the face of 
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(lead Hataska, and upon the face of the Bai, and the 
face of the Ka, when thou spnkest with the spirit of 
her thou liadst slain.’ 

Now Meriamuri groaned aloud, for she knew that* 
doom was on her. Last of all, she lieard the telling ol‘ 
the loves of Odysseus and of Helen, her undying foe, 
of their kiss, of their betrothal, and of that marriage 
which should be on the morrow night. Meriaiium the 
Queen said never a word, but when all wus done and 
the Wanderer had left the shrine again, she whispered 
in the oar of Rei the Priest, and drew back liis Spirit to 
him so that he awoke as a man awakes from sleep. 

He awoke and saw the Queen sitting over against 
him with a face white as the face of tlie dead, and 
about her deep eyes were lines of black. • 

* Hast thou heard, Meriainun ? * he asked. 

‘I have heard/ she answered. 

‘ What dreadful thing hast thou hoard ? ' lie asked • 
again, for he knew naught of that whicli his Spirit 
Inul seen. 

‘1 have heard things that may not be told/ she said, 

* but this I will toll thee. He of whom wc spoke hatli 
passed the ghosts, he hath met with the False Hathur 
— that accursed woman — and he^ returns here all 
unharmed. Now go, Rei I’ 



f^IIAPTER IX. 

TTIK WAKING OF TIIF SLFKPFR. 

Rki (lopnrtcfl^ wondering and In^avy at heart, and 
Meriainun the Queen passed into her hed-chainher, and 
there she bade the eunuchs sufh'r none to (‘liter, made 
fast tlie doors* and threw herself down upon the hed, 
hiding her face in its woven cushions. Thus sli(‘ lay 
for many hours as one dead — till the darkm^^^s of Ukj 
’ evening gatliorcd in tlie chamher. But tliough slie 
moved not, yet in lier heart there l)uriicd a fire, now 
white with heat ns tlie breatli of her passion fanned it, 
and now waninir black and dull as the tears fell from 
her eyes. For now slic knew all, — that the long fore- 
boding, sometimes dreaded, sonudirnes desired, and 
a|;ain, like a dreamy half forgotten, was indeed being 
fulfilled. She knew of the devouring love that must 
eat her life aAvay, knew that even in the grave she 
* should find no rest. And her foe was no longer a face 
beheld in a vision, but a living woman, the fairest and 
most favoured, Helen of Troy, Argive Helen, the False 
Hathor, tlie torch that fired great cities, the centre of 
all desire, whose life was the daily doom of men. 
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Meriamun was beautiful, but her beauty paled before 
6he face of Helen, as a fire is slain by the sun. Magic 
she had also, more than any who were on the earth ; 
but wliat would her spells avail against the magic of* 
those changing eyes?v And it wns Helen whom the 
Wanderer came to seek, for her he had travelled the 
wide lands and sailed the seas. But when he told her 
of one whom he desired, one whom he sought, she had 
deemed that she herself was that one, ay, and had told 
him all 

At that thought she laughed out, in the madness of 
her anger and her shame. And he had smiled and 
spoken of Pharaoh her lord — anil the wliile he spoke 
he had thought not on her but of the Golden Heleji. 
Now this at least she swore, that if he ‘might not be 
hers, never should he be Helen’s. She would see him 
dead ere that hour, ay, and herself, and if it might bo, 
Helen would she see dead also. 

To what counsel should she turn ? On the raorroAV 
night these two met ; on the morrow night they would 
fly together. Then on the morrow must the Wanderer 
be slain. How should he be slain and leave no tale t^f 
murder ? By poison he might die, and Kurri the 
Sidonian should be chained to give -the cup. And theji 
she would slay Kurri, saying that he had poisoned the 
Wanderer because of his hate and the loss of his goods 
and freedom ; and yet how could she slay her love ? If 
once she slew him then she, too, must die and seek her 
joy in the kingdom that Osiris rules, and there she 
might ;£Dtd little gladness. 

What, then, sliould she do ? No answer came into 
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her heart. There was one that must answer in her 
soul. 

Now she rose from the bed and stood for awhile 
'sUring into the dark. Then she groped her way to a 
place whore there was a carven chest of olive-wood and 
ivory, and drawing a key from her girdle sho^ op(‘ne<l 
tlK3 chest. Within were jewels, mirrors, and unguents 
in jars of alabaster — ay, and poisons of deadly bane ; 
but she touched none of these. Thrusting her hand 
deep into the chest, she drew forth a casket of dark 
metal that the people deemed unholy, a casket made 
of ‘ Typhon s Bone,* for so they call gray iron. She 
pressed a secret spring. It opened, and feeling within 
she found a smaller casket. Lifting it to her lips slie 
whispered ovef it words of no living speech, and in the 
heavy and scented dark a low flame flickered and trem- 
bled on her lips, as she murmured in the tongue of a 
•dead people. Then slowly the lid opened of itself, like 
a living mouth that opens, and as it opened, a gleam 
of light stole up from the box into the dusk of the 
chamber. 

Now Meriamun looked, and shuddered as she looked. 
Yet she put her hand into the box, and muttering, 
'Come forth — comew forth, thou Ancient Evil,* dre,w 
somewhat to her and held it out from her on the palm 
of her hand. Behold, it glowed in the dusk of the 
• chamber as a live ember glows among the ashes of the 
hearth. Red it glowed, and green, and white, and livid 
blue, and its shape, as it lay upon her liand, was the 
shape of a coiling snake, cut, as it were, in opal and in 
emerald. 
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For awhile she gazed upon it, shuddering, as one in 
doubt. 

‘Minded am I to let thee sleep, thou Horror,* she 
murmured. ‘Twice have I looked on thee, and I would ^ 
look no more. Nay, I will dare it, t])on :gift of the old 
wisdom, thou frozen fire, thou sleeping Sin, thou living 
Death of the Death of the ancient city, for thou alone 
liast wisdom.* 

Thereon she un(;laspod the bosom of her robe and 
laid the gloaming toy, that sceincrl a snake of stone, 
upon her ivory breast, though she trembled at its icy 
touch, for it was more cold than death. With both 
lior hands she clasped a pillar of the chamber, and so 
st-ood, and she was shaken with throes like the pangs of 
childbirth. Thus she endured awhile till that whi(?li 
was a-cold grew warm, watching its brightness that 
shone through her silken dress as the flame of a lamp 
shines through an alabaster vase. So she stood for an • 
hour, then swiftly put off all her robes and ornainenfs 
of gold, and loosing the dark masses of her hair let it 
fall round her like a veil. Now she bent her head 
down to her breast, and breathed on that which lay 
upon her breast, for the Ancient Evil can live only in 
the breath of human kind, Thricg she breathed upon 
it, thrice she whispered, ‘ Awake ! Awake ! AwaJee !* ^ 

And the first time that she breathed the Thing 
stirred and sparkled. The second time that she 
breathed it undid its shining folds and reared its head 
to hers. The third time that she breathed it slid from 
her bosom to the floor, then coiled itself about her feet 
and slowly grew as grows the magician’s" magic tree. 
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Greater it grew and ^eater yet, and as it grow it 
shone like a torch in a tomb, and wound itselt about the 
body of Meriamun, wrapping her in its fiery folds till it 
k reached her middle. Then it reared its head on high, 
and from its e)'es. there flowed a light like the light of 
a flame, and lo T its face was the face of a fair woman — 
it was the face of Meriamun 1 

Now face looked on face, and eyes glared into eyes. 
Still as a white statue of the Gods stood Meriamun the 
C^ueen, and all about her form and in and out of her 
dark hair twined the flaming snake. 

At length the Evil spoke — spoke with a human voice, 
with the voice of Meriamun, but in the deml speech of 
a dead people : 

• ‘ Tell me my name,’ it said. 

^ Sin is thy name/ answered Meriamun tl.o Queen. 

* Tell me whence I come/ it said again. 

, * From the evil that is in me/ answered Meriamun. 

* Tell me whither I go.’ 

‘ Where I go there thou goest, for I liave warmed 
thee in my breast and thofl art twined about iny heart.' 

Then the Snake lifted up its hymaii liead and 
laughed liorribly. 

‘ Well art thou instrucied/ it said. ‘ So I love thee 
a« thou lovest me/ and it bent itself and kissed her on 
the lips. ‘ I am that Ancient Evil, that Life which 
^ endures out of the first death ; I am that Death which 
abides in the living life. I am that which brought on 
thee the woe that is in division from the Heart's Desire, 
and the name thereof is H^U, From Life to Life thou 
hast found me at thy hand, now in this shape, now in 
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tiiat I taught thee the magic which thou knowost ; I 
showed tliee liow to win the Throne I Now, what wilt 
tlum of me, Meriamun, my Motlier, my Sister, and my 
Child ? From Life to Life I have been with thee : 
evi^r thou inightest have put me from thee, ever thou 
llicst to the wisdom which I have, and ever from thee 
1 draw my strength, for though without me thou 
mightest live, without thee I must die. Say now, what 
is it? — tell me, and I will name my price. No more 
will I ask than must be, for — ah ! — I am glad to wake 
and live again ; glad to^ grip thy soul within these 
shining folds, to be fair with thy beauty ! — to be foul 
with thy sin !* 

* Lay thy li[)s against my ear and thine ear against 
my lips/ said Meriamun the Queen, ‘and Lwill say what 
it is that I will of thee, thou Ancient Evil.’ 

So the human-headed Evil laid its ear against the 
lips of Meriamun, and Meriamun laid lier lips against 
its cars, .and they whispered each to each. There in 
the darkness they wdiispered, while the witch-liglit 
glittered down the gray snake's shining folds, beamed 
in its eyes, and slione through the Queen*^ dark hair 
and on her snowy breast. 

At length the tale was told, and tiie Snake lifted its 
woman's head high in the air and again it laughed. 

‘He seeks the Good/ it;5aid, ‘and he shall tind the 
111 ! He look.s for Light, and in Darkness shall he 
wander ! To Love he turns, in Lust he shall be lost 1 
He w'Quld win the Golden Helen, whom he has sought 
through inany a war, whom be has followed o’er many 
a sea, but first shall he find thee, Meriamun, and 
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through thee Death ! For he shall swear by the Suakt' 
who should have sworn by the Star. Far hath he wau-* 
<lered — further sliall he wander yet, for thy sin shall 
l»e his sin I Darkness shall wear the face of Light— 
Kvil shall shine like Good. I will give liim to tlu‘c, 
Moriamun, but, hearken to iny price. No more must 
I be laid cold in the gloom while thou walkest in the 
sunshine — nay, I must be twined about thy body. Fenr 
not, fear not, I shall seem but a jewel in the eyes of 
men, a girdle fashioned cunningly for the body of a 
queen. But with thee hencofortli I must ever go — and 
when thou diest, with thee must I die, and with then 
pass where thou dost pass — with thee to sleep, with 
thee to awake again — and so, on and on, till in tfie end 
T win or thou*wiunest, or she wins who is our foe T 

‘ I give thee thy price/ said Moriamun the Queen. 

'So once before tliou didst give it/ answered the Kvil; 
‘ay, far, far away, beneath a golden sky and in another 
clime. Happy wast thou then witli liim thou «lo.st 
desire, but I twined myself about thy heart anil of 
twain came three and all the sorrow that has been. So 
woman thou hast worked, so woman it is ordained. For 
thou art she in whom all woes are gathered, in wlmm 
all love is fulfilUnk And I have dragged thy glory 
Ilown, woman, and I have loosed thee from thy gentle- 
n \ss, and set it free upon the earth, and Beauty is she 
named. By beauty doth she work who is the Golden 
Helen, and for her beauty's sake, that all men strive to 
win, are wars and woes, are liopes and prayers, ami 
longings without end. But by Evil dost thou work who 
art divorced from Innocence, and evil shalt thou ever 
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bring on Juin whom thou dosirost. A riddle! A 
riddlo 1 Rc'ad it who may — read it if tliou cauHt, thou 
who art named Meriamun and Queen, but wijo nrt loss 
tlian Queen and inonn Wlio art thou ? Who is slie 
they named the Helen ? Who is that Wanderer who 
se(‘ks lior from afar, and who, wlio am // A riddle ! a 
riddle 1 that thou inayst not read. Yet is the answoi 
written on earth an<l sky and sea, and in tli(! hearts of men. 

‘Now lioarkcn I To-rnorrow night thou slialt take 
mo and twiiu' me about thy body, doing as 1 bi<l th(*e, 
and behold ! for a wlnle thy shape shall wear the shape 
of the Golden Helen, and thy face shall b(‘ as her faee, 
and thine eyes as her eyes, and thy voiee as her voire. 
Then T leave the rest to thee, for as Helen's self thou 
shalt beguile the Wanderer, and oiiee, if once only, be a 
wife to him whom thou d('sirest. Naught can I tell 
thee of tlie future, I wlio am but a counsellor, but here* 
after it may be that woes will come, woes and wars and 
death. But what matter those when thou hast had thy 
desire, when he hath sinned, and hath sworn by the 
Snake who slunild have sworn by the Star, and when 
ho is bound to thee by ties that may not be loosed ? 
Choose, Meriamun, choose! Put my counsel from thee 
and to-morrow this man tliou lov^st shall be lost to 
tlioG, lowst in the arms of Helen; aiuf alone for many 
years shalt thou bear the burden of tby lonely love. 
Take it, and he sliall at least be thine, let come what 
may come. Tliink on it and choose !' 

Thus spake the Ancient Evil, tempting her who 
was named Meriamun, while she hearkened to the 
tempting. 



THE WAKING OF THE SLEEPER, 195 

*I have chosen/ she said; ‘I will wear the shnpc of 
Helen, -and be a wife to him I love, ami then lot ruin 
fall. Sleep, tlion Ancient Evil. Sloop, for m» more 
may I endure thy face of fear that is iny fac(', nor the 
light of those llaining eyes that arc my eyes iniuh' 
mad/ 

Ai^Jiin the Tiling reared its human lien^l and lauglu'd 
out in triumj)h, Tlien slowly it unloos(?d its gleaming 
coils: sliovly it slid to the earth rmd shrank and 
withered like a flaming scroll, till at h^ngth it seemed 
once more hut a shining jewel of opal and of amethyst. 

« « ♦ « « 

The \Vand(‘rer, when he hift the inner secret shrine, 
saw no more the guardians of the gat(*s, nor heard the 
clash of the sA'ords unseen, for the Gods liatl given the 
lK*anty of Hohm to Odyss<Mis of Ithaca, as it was 
foretold. 

Without the curtains the priests of the tcinph' wore 
gathered wondering — little could limy understand how 
it came to jKass that the Ik ro wdio was called Eperitus 
l»ad vanished tlirongh the curtains and liad not been 
smitten dow’u by the unseen swords. ’And wlien they 
saw him come forth glorious and unharmed they cried 
aloud witli fciiv. • 

But he laughed and said, ‘ F(;ar not. Victory is to 
him whom the Gods appoint. I have done battle with 
the wardens of the shrine, and passed them, and 
metliinks that they are gone. I have looked ujion tin* 
Hathor also, and more than that seek ye not to know. 
Now give me food, for I am \Yeary/ 

So they bowed before him, and leading him thence to 
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their chamber of banquets gave him of their best, and 
watched him while he ate and drank and put ft^Xn liim 
the desire of food. 

j^hcn he rose and went from the temple, and again 
the priests bowed before liim. Moreover, they gave 
him freedom of the temple, and keys whereby all 
the doors might be opened, though little, as they 
thought, had lie any need of keys. 

Now the Wanderer, walking gladly and light of heart, 
came to his own lodging in the courts of the Palace. 
At the door of the lodging stood Rei the Priest, who, 
when he saw him, ran to him and embraced him, so 
glad was he that the Wanderer had escaped alive. 

’Little did I think to look tipon tlioe again, 
K[)eritus,' he said. ’ Had it not been for that which 

the Queen ' and he bethought himself and stayed 

his speech. 

* Nevertheless, here I am unhurt, of ghost or men,* 
tlie Wanderer answered, laughing, as he passed into the 
lodging. ‘ But what of the Queen ? ' 

‘ Naught, Eperitus, naught, save that she was grieved 
when she learned that thou hadst gone up to the 
Temple of the Hathor, there, as she thought, to perLsh. 
Hearken, thou Eperitus, I know notcif thou art God or 
man, but oaths are binding both on men and Gods, and 
thou didst swear an oath to Pharaoh — is it not so ? * 

’ Ay, Rei. I swore an oath that I would guard the 
Queen well till Pharaoh came again.' 

‘Art thou minded to keep that oath, Eperitus?* 
asked Rei, looking on him strangely. ‘Art thou 
minded to guard the fair fame of Pharaoh's Queen, that 
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is more'^precious than her life ? Methinkp tlioti dost 
understand my meaning, Eperitus?' 

'Perchance I understand,' answered the Wanderer. 
' Know, Rei, tliat I am so minded.* 

Then Rei spake again, darkly. ‘Mcthinks some 
shikness hatli smitten Meriamun the Queen, and she 
craves thee for her pliysician. Now things come about 
as they were foreshown in the portent of tliat vision 
whereof I spoke to thee. But if thou dost break thy 
oath to him whose salt thou eatcst, then, Eperitus, God 
or man, tlioii art a dastard.' 

‘Have I not said that 1 have no mind so to break 
mine oath ? * he answered, then sank his head upon liis 
breast and communed with his crafty licart wliihi Rei 
watched liim.* Presently he lifted up his herwl and 
spoke : 

‘ Hoi,’ lic said, ‘I am minded to tell time a strange 
story and a true, for this I see, tliat our will runs one 
way, and thou const hc*lp me, and, in Iielping mo, thyself 
and Pliaraoh to whom I 8W(»re an oath, and her whose 
lionour tlioii holdest dear. But this I w^arn tliee, Rei, 
that if thou dost betray me, not thino «ajgo, not thy offic(s 
nor the friendsliip thou hast -hown me, shall save 
thee.* • 

‘ Speak on, Odysseus, Laertes* son, Odysseus of 
Ithaca/ .iaid Rei ; ' may my life be forfeit if 1 betray tby 
counsel, if it harm not those I serve/ 

Now the Wanderer started to his feet, crying; 

' How knowest thou that name ? * 

‘I know it,* said Rei, 'and I tell thee that I know it, 
thou most crafty of men, to show this, that with me thy 
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j^uilc will not avail tlioo/ For he would not tell him 
thnt Ik; lia<l it from the lips of tlio Queen. 

'Thou hast lieard a name that has boon in the 
mouths of many/ said the Wanderer ; ' perchance it is 
mine, perchance it is the name of another. It inaLters 
not. Now know this: I fear this Qu(K‘n of thine. 
Hither I came to seek a woman, but the Queen I came 
not to seek. Yet I have not come in vain, for yonder, 
Rei, yonder, in the Temple of the Hathor, I feiiiid lier 
on whoso quest I eaine, and who awaited mo there well 
guarded till I should come to take her. On the 
morrow night I go forth to the temple, aiid there, by 
the gates of the temple, I shall find her whom all imui 
desire, but who loves me alouc among men, for so it has 
been fated of the Gods. Tlicnoe I brihg li(*r liitlKu* 
that here we may be wed. Now this is my mind : if 
thou wilt aid tne with a ship and men, that at the first 
light of dawn we should tloe this land of thine, and that 
thou shouldst keep my going secret for awhile till I 
have gained the sea. True it is that I swore to guard 
the Queen till Pharaoh come again ; but as thou 
knowest, things are so that I can besi guard her by 
my flight, and if Pharaoli tliinks ill of me — so it 
must be. Moreover I ask thee tp meet me by the 
pylon of the Temple of Hathor to-morrow at one 
hour before inidniglit. There will we talk with her 
who is called the Hathor, and prepare our flight, atid 
thence thou shalt go to that ship which thou hast, 
made ready.’ 

Now|Rei thought awhile and answered : 

‘ Somewhat I fear to look upon this Goddess, yet I 
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will dare it Tell me, then, how i^liall I kiidw her at 
the tciitple’s gate? ’ 

‘Thou shalt know her, Rei, by the rod star which 
burns ujii)n her breast But fear not, for T will be 
there. Say, wilt thou make the ship ready ? ’ 

‘ The ship shall be ready, Eperitus, and though T love, 
thee w’oll, I say this, that I would it rode tin* waves 
which roll around the shores of Khern and thou w'ort in 
it, and with thee she who is called the llalh^r, that 
(jO(idc.ss whom thou dcsirest’ 



CHAPTER X. 

TnK OATH OF. TICK WANDKUEU. 

That night tho Wanderer saw not Meriamun, bnt on 
the morrow she sent a messenger to him, bidding him 
to her feast that night. He had little heart to go, but 
a Queen’s courtesy is a command, and he went at sun- 
down. Rei also went to the feast, anti as he went, 
meeting the Wanderer in the ante-chamber, ho whis- 
pered to. him that all things were made ready, that a 
good ship waited him in the harbour, the very shij)' 
that he tiad captured from the Sidonians, and th.at 
he, Rei, » would be with him by the pylon gate of tlu' 
temple one hour before midnight. 

Presently, as he whispered, the doors were flung wide 
and Meifamun the Queen passed in, followed by 
eunuchs and waiting-women. She#was royaily arrayed, 
her face was pale and cold, but her great eyes 
glowed in it. Low the Wanderer bowed before her. * 
She bent her head in answer, then gave him her hand, “ 
and he led her to the feast. They sat there side by 
side, but the Qneeii spoke little, and that little of 
Pharaoh and the host of the Apura, from whom no 
tidings came. 
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When at length the feast was done, Meriamun bade 
the Wanderer to her private chamber, and thither he 
went for awhile, though sorely Against his will. But 
Rei came not in with them, and thus he was left alone 
with the Queel), for she dismissed the waiting ladies. 

When they had gone there was silence for a space, 
but ever the Wanderer felt the eyes of Meriamun 
watching him as though they would read his heart. 

' I am weary/ she said, at length. * Tell mo of thy 
wanderings, Odysseus of Ithaca — nay, tell me of the 
siege of Ilios and of the sinftil Helen, who brought all 
these woes about. Ay, and tell me how thou didst 
creep from the leaguer of the Achseans, and, wrapped in 

beggar s weeds, seek speecli of tliis evil Helen, now 
justly slain ofVie angry Gods/ 

'Justly slain is she indeed/ answered iho crafty 
Wanderer. ' An ill thing is it, truly, that the lives of 

• so many heroes sliould be lost because of the beauty of 
a faithless woman. I had it in my^own heart to slay 
her when I spoke with her in Troy town, but the 
Gods held my hand/ 

‘ Was it so, indeed ?' said the Queen, smiling darkly. 
‘ Doubtless if yet she lived, and thou sawest her, thou 
wouldst slay her. Is it not so, Odysseus ? ' 

‘ She lives no more^ 0 Qi^ecn I ' he answered. 

‘Nty. she lives no mure, Odysseus. Now tell me ; 

• yesterday thou wentest up to the Temple of the 
Hathor ; tell me what thou didst see in the temple. 

'I saw a fair woman, or, perchance, an immortal 
Goddess, stand upon the pylon brow, and as she stood 
- and sang those who looked were bereft of reason. »^nd 
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thereafter some tried to pass the ghosts who guarded 
the womaa, and were slain of invisible swords. It was 
a strange sight to see/ 

‘ A strange sight, truly. But thou didst not lose thy 
craft, Odysseus, nor try to break through ^he ghosts ? ’ 

‘ Nay, Meriauiun. In my youth I have looked upon 
the beauty of Argive Helen, who wa« fairer than she who 
stood upon the pylon tower. None who have looked 
upon the Helen would seek to win the Hathor.' 

‘But, perchance, those who liave looked upon tho 
Hathor may seek to win the Helen/ she answered 
slowly, and he knew not what to say, for he felt the 
power of her magic on him. 

S(^ for aw'hile they spoke, and Meriamun, knowing 
all, wondered much at the guile of the Wanderer, but 
ja|^e showed no wonder in her face. At length he rose 
and, bowing before her, said that he must visit tlic 
guard that watched the Palace gates. She looked 
upon him strange|y and bade him go. Then he went, 
and right glad he was thus to be free of her. 

But when the curtains had swung behind him, 
Meriamun the Queen sprang to her feet, an<l a dread- 
||j^l light of daring burned in her eyes. She clapped 
her hands, and bade tliose who canje to her seek their 
rest, as she would also, for she was weary and needoS 
none to wait upon her. So the women went, living 
her alone, and she passed into her sleeping chamber. 

* Now must the' bride deck herself for the bridal,’ she 
said, and straightway, pausing not, drew forth tho 
Ancient Evil from its hiding-place and warmed it on 
her ]^east, breathing the breath of life into its nostrils. 
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Now, as before, it grew and wound itself about her, 
luid wbispored in her e:u‘, bidding her clothe lierself in 
bridal white and clasp the Evil around her; tlien think 
• upon the beauty she luui seen gather on the face of 
ilcad Hataska in the Temple of Osiris, and on the face of 
the Bai, and tlic face of the Ka. She did its command, 
fearing nothing, for lier heart was alight with love, 
and torn with jealous hate, and little did she reck of 
the sorrows which her sin should bring forth. So she 
bathed herself in ])ei fumes, shook out lier shining hair, 
and clad herself in white attire Then she looked 
upon her beauty in the mirror of silver, and cried in the 
bitterness of her heart to the Evil that lay beside her 
like a snake asleep. * 

^ Ah, am I i^t fair enow to win him whom i love ? 
Say, thou Evil, must I indeed steal the beauty of^ 
another to win him whom 1 love V 
* ' This must thou do,' said the Evil, ‘ or los(3 him in 

Helen's aims. For though thou art fair, yet is she 
Beauty's self, and her gentleness he loves, and not thy 
pride. Choose, choose swiftly, for presently the Wan- 
derer goea forth to win tlie Golden Helen.' 

Then she doidited no more, but lifting the shining 
Evil, lield it to her. ^ With a dreadful Jaugli it twined 
itfelf about her, and lo ! it shrank to the shape of a 
girdling, double-headed snake of gold, with eyes of ruby 
^ flame. And as it shrank Meriainun the Queen thoughf 
on the beauty she had seen upon the face of dead 
Hataska, on the face of the Bai, and the flicc of tlie Ka, 
and all the while she watched her beauty in the mirror. 
And as she watched, behold, her face grew as tlie iiice 
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of death, asheu and hollow, then slowly burned into life 
again — but all her loveliness was changed. Changed 
were her dark locks to locks of gold, changed were her 
deep eyes to eyes of blue, changed was the glory of her ' 
pride to the sweetness of the Helen's smile. Fairest 
among women had been her form, now it was fairer yet, 
and now — now she was Beauty's self, and like to swoon 
at the dream of her own loveliness. 

‘ So, ah, so must the Hathor seem,’ she said, and lo 1 
her voice rang strangely in her ears. For the voice, 
too, was changed, it was more soft than the whispering 
of wind-stirred reeds ; it was more sweet than the 
murmuring of bees at noon. 

Now slie must go forth, and fearful at her own loveli- 
ness, and heavy with her sin, yet glad «with a strange 
joy, she passes from her chamber and glides like a star- 
beam through the still halls of her Palace. The white 
light of tlie moon creeps into them and falls upon the* 
faces of the dread i'ul Gods, on the awful smile of 
sphinxes, and the pictures of her forefathers, kings and 
queens who long were dea<J. And as she goes she 
seems to hear th^m whisper each to each of the dr^tl- 
I’ul sin that she has sinned, and of the sorrow that shall 
be. But she does not heed, and pever stays her foot. 
For her heart is alight as with a flame, and she wtll 
win the Wanderer to her arms — the Wanderer sought 
^through many lives, found after many deatha 

Now the Wanderer is in his chamber, waiting for 
the hour to set forth to find the Golden Helen. His 
heart is alight, and strange dreams of the past go before 
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his eyes, and strange visions of long love to be. His 
heart burns like a lamp in the blackness, and by that 
light he sees all the days of his life that havo been, 
and all the wars that he has won, and all the seas that 
he has sailed. And now he knows that these things 
are dreams indeed, illusions of the sense, for there 
is but one thing true in the life of men, and tliat is 
Love j there is but one thing perfect, the beauty whicli 
is Love's robe ; there is but one thing which all men 
seek and arc born to find at last, the heart of the 
Golden Helen, the Worlds Desire, that is peace and 
joy and rest. 

He binds his armour on liim, for foes may lurk in 
darkness, and takes the Bow of Enrytu?, and the gray 
bolts, of death f for perchance the fight is not yet done, 
and he must cleave his way to joy. Tlnui he combs his 
locks and sets the golden Ik-Iiii upon them, and, praying 
*to the Gods who hear not, ho passes from his chamber. 

Now the chamber opened into a great hall of pillars. 
As was his custom Avheri he went alone by night, ^he 
Wanderer glanced warily down the dushy liall, but 
he might see little because of the shadows. Neverthe- 
less, the moonlight poured into the centre of the hall 
from the clercstoric8#in the roof, and lay there shining 
wlite as water beneath black banks of recds. Again 
the Wanderer glanced with keen, quick eyes, for there 
•was a sense in his heart tliat he was no more alone in 
the hall, though whether it were man or ghost, or, per- 
chance, one of the fmmortal Gods who lookpd on him, 
he might not telL Now it seemed to liim tliat he saw 
a shajie , of white moving far away in tho shadow. 
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Then be grasped the black bow and laid hand upon his 
quiver so that the shafts rattled. 

Now it would seem that the shape in the shadow 
heard the rattling of the shafts, or perchance saw the 
moonlight gleam upon the Wanderer's golden harness 
— at the least, it drew near till it came to the edge of 
the pool of light. There it paused as a bather pauses 
ere she steps into the fountain. The Wanderer paused 
also, wondering what the shape might be. Half was he 
minded to try it with an arrow from the bow, but he 
held his hand and watclicd. 

And as he watched, the white shape glided into the 
space of moonlight, and he saw that it was the form of 
a woman draped in white, and that about her shone^ a 
gleaming girdle, and in the girdle gems which sparkled 
like the eyes of a snake. Tall was the shape and lovely 
as a statue of Aphrodite ; but who or what it was lie 
might not tell, for the head was bent and the face* 
hidden. 

1|.whilo the shape stood thus, and as it stood, the 
W^anderer passed towards it, marvelling much, till he 
also stood in the pool of moonlight that shimmered on 
his golden mail. Then suddenly the shape lifted its 
face so that the light fell full on it|i and stretched out its 
arms towai'ds him, and lo 1 the face was the face 'bf 
Argive Helen — of her whom he went forth to seek. He 
looked upon its beauty, he looked upon the eyes of blue,* 
upon the golden hair, upon the shining arms; then 
slowly, very slowly, and in silence — ^Tor he could find no 
words — Uio Wanderer drew near. 

She did not move nor speak. So still she stood that 
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scarce she seemed to breathe. Only the shining eyes of 
her snake-girdle glittered like living things. Again ho 
stopped fearfully, for he held that this was surely a 
mocking ghost whicli stood before him, but still sliu 
neither moved nor spoke. 

Then at length he found his tongue and spoke : 

‘ Lady,* he whispered, * is it indeed thou, is it Argive 
Helen whom I look upon, or is it, perchance, a ghost 
sent by Queen Persephone from the House of Hades to 
make a mock of me ? ’ 

Now the voice of Helen answered him in sweet tones 
and low : 

* Did I not tell thoo, Odysseus of Ithaca, did I not tell 
thee, yesterday in the halls of Hathor, after thou ha<l.st 
overcome the ghosts, that to-night we should be wed ? 
Wherefore, th(3n, doi^t thou deem me of the number of 
the bodiless ? * 

The Wanderer liearkenctl. Tlic voice was the vuieo 
of Helen, the eyes were the eyes of Helen, and yet his 
heart feared guile. 

‘ So did Argive Hcdeii tell me of a truth, Lady, but 
this she said, that I should find her by the pylon of the 
temple, and lead licr thence to be my brido. Thither I 
go but now to seek her. But if thou art Helen, how 
comest thou to these Palace halls ? And w'here, Lady, 
is that Red Star wljich should gleam upon thy breast, 
that Star whicli weeps out the blood of men ? * 

‘ No more doth the red dew fall from the Star that 
was set upon my breast, Odysseus, for now that thou 
hast won me men die no more for my beauty's sake, 
Gone is the Star of War; and see, Wisdom rings me 
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round, the symbol of the Deathless Snake that signifies 
love eternal. Thou dost ask how I came hither, T, who 
am immortal and a daughter of the Gods ? Seek not 
to know, Ody.sseus, for where Fate puts it in my mind 
to be, there do the Gods bear me. Wouldst thou, then, 
that I leave thee, Odysseus ? * % 

* Last of all things do I desire this,* he answered, for 
now his wisdom went a- wandering ; now he forgot tlie 
words of Aphrodite, warning him that the Helen might 
be known by one thing only, the Red Star on her breast, 
whence falls the blood of men ; and he no more doubted 
but that she was the Golden Helen. 

Then she who wore the Helen’s shape stretched out 
her arms atid smiled so sweetly that the Wanderm- 
knew nothing any more, save that she drew him to her. 

Slowly she glided before him, ever smiling, and where 
she went he followed, as men follow beauty in a dream. 
She led him through halls and corridors, past the 
sculptured statues of the Gods, past inaiidicaded 
sphinxes, and pictures of long dead kings. 

And as she goes, once more it seems to her that she 
hears them whisper each to each of tlie liorror of her sin 
ttud the sorrow that shall be. But naught she heeds 
who ever leads liiin on, and naught he hears who ever 
follows after, till at length, though he knows it no\. 
they stand in the bed-chamber of the Queen, and 
by Pharaoh s golden bed. 

Then once more she speaks : 

‘Odysseus of Ithaca, wliom I have loved from the 
beginning, and whom I shall love till all deaths are 
doue, before thee stands that Loveliness which the Gods 
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prcdcstiDcd to thy arms. Now take thou thy Bride ; 
but first lay tby hand upon this golden Snake, that rings 
me round, the new bridal gift of the Gods, and swear 
thy marriage oath, which may not be broken. Swear 
thus, Odysseus : I love thee, Woman or Immortal, and 
fhee alone, and by wliatevcr name thou art called, and 
in whatever shape thou goest, to thee I will cleave, and 
to thee alone, till the day of the passing of Time. I 
Avill forgive thy sins, I will soothe thy sorrows, I will 
suffer none to come betwixt thee and me. This I swear 
to thee. Woman or Immortal, who dost stand before me. 
I swear it to thee, Woman, for now and for ever, for 
here and hereafter, in whatever shape thou goest on 
tijc earth, by whatever name thou art known amoT»g 
men.” • 

‘ Swear thou thus. Odysseus of Ithaca, Laertes' son, 
or leave me and go thy ways ! ' 

* Great is the oath,’ qu(/th the Wanderer ; for 
though now he feared no guile, yet his crafty heart 
liked it ill. 

‘Choose, and choose swiftly,’ she answered. ‘ Swear 
the oath, or leave me and never see mU more 1 ' 

‘Leave thee I will not, and cannot if I would,* he 
said. ‘Lady, I swear!’ And be laid his hand upon the 
Si^iake that ringed her round, and swore the dreadful 
oath. Yea, he forgot the words of the Goddess, and the 
'words of Helen, and he swore by the Snake who should 
have sworn by the Star. By the immortal Gods he 
swore it, by the Symbol of the Snake, and by the 
Beauty of his Bride. And as he swore the eyes of the 
Serpent sparkled, and the eyes of her who wore the 
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beauty of Helen shone, and faintly the black bow of 
Eurytus thrilled, foreboding Death and War. 

But little the Wanderer thought on guile or War 
or Death, for the kiss of her whom he deemed the 
(lolden Helen was on his lips, and he went up into 
tlie golden bed of Mcriamun. 



CHAPTER XT. 

THE WAKING OF THE WANDERER. 

Now Rci the Priest, as liad been appointed, went to 
the pylon gate of the Temple of Hathor. Awhile he 
stood looking for the Wanderer, but though the hour 
had come, the Wanderer came not. Then the Priest 
went to the pylon and stood in the shadow of the gate. 
As he stood there a wicket in tlio gate opened, and 
there passed out a veiled figure of a woman upon whoso 
breast bunied a red jewel that shone in the night like 
a star. The woman waited awhile, looking down the 
moonlit road between the black rows of sphinxes, but 
the road lay white and empty, and she turned and hid 
herself in the shadow of the pylon, wljere Rei could see 
nothing of her except the red star that gleamed upon 
her breast. 

• Now a great fear came upon the old man, for ho knew 
that he, looked upon the strange and deadly Hathor. 
Perchance he too would perish like the rest who ha/1 
looked on her to their ruin. He thought of flight, but 
he did not dare to fly. Then he too stared down the 
road seeking for the Wanderer, but no shadow crossed 
the moonlight. Thus things went for awhile, and still 
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the Hathor stood silently in the shadow, and still the 
blood-red star shone upon her breast. And so it came 
to pass that the World s Desire must wait at the tryst 
like some forsaken village maid. 

While Rei the Priest crouched thus against the pylon 
wall, praying for the coming of him who came not, sud- 
denly a voice spoke to him in tones sweeter than a lute. 

' Who art thou that hidcst in the shadow ? ' said the 
voice. ^ 

He knew that it was the Hathor who spoke, and so 
afraid was he that bifc could not answer. 

Then the voice spoke again : 

* Oh, thou most crafty of men, why doth it please thee 
to come hither to seek me in the guise of an aged 
priest. Once, Odysseus, I saw thee in a beggar's weed^j, 
and knew thee in the midst of tliy foes. Shall I not 
know thee again in peace beneath thy folded garb and 
thy robes of white ? ' 

Rei heard and know that he could hide himself no 
longer. Therefore he came forward trembling, and 
and knelt before her, saying; 

* Oh, mighty Queen, I am not that man whom thou 
didst name, nor am I hid in any wrappings of disguise. 
Nay, I do avow myself to be named Rei the Chief 
Architect of Pharaoh, the Commander of the Legion of 
Amen, the chief of the Treasury of Amen, and a man 
of repute in this land of Khem. Now, if indeed thou 
art the Goddess of this temple, as I judge by that 
red jewel which burns upon thy breast, I pray thee be 
merciful to thy servant and smite me not with thy 
wrath, for not by my own will am I here, but by the 
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command of that hero whom thou hast named, and for 
whose coming I await. Be merciful therefore, and hold 
thy hand.’ 

* Fear not thou, Rci,’ said the sweet voice. ' Little 
am I minded to harm thee, or any man, for though 
many men have gone down the path of darkness bocauso 
of me, who am a doom to men, not by ray will has it 
been, but by the will of the immortal Gods, who use 
) me to their ends. Rise thou, Roi, and tell me why 
thou art come hither, and whore is lie whom I have 
named ? ’ ^ 

Then Rei rose, and looking up saw the light of tho 
• Helen’s eyes shining on him through her veil. But 
there was no anger in them, they shone mildly as stars 
in*an evening ^y, and his heart was comforted. 

‘ I know not where tlie Wanderer is, 0 thou 
ImmortaV he said. ‘This I know only, that ho bade 
•me meet him here at one hour before midnight, and so 
I came.* 

‘Perchance he too will come anon,’ said the sweet 
voice; ‘but why did he, whom thou iiamcst the Wan- 
derer, bid thee meet him here ? ’ 

‘ For this reason, 0 Halhor. He told me that this 
night he should bo \^ed to thee, and was minded there- 
after to fly from Khem with thee. Therefore he bade 
•. me come, who am a friend to him, to talk with thee 
.and him as to how thy flight should go, and yet he 
comes not.* 

Now as Rei spake, he turned his face upward, and 
the Golden Helen looked upon it. 

‘ Hearken, Rei,' she said ; ‘ but yesterday, after I had 
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stood upon the pylon tower as the Gods decreed, and 
sang to those who were ripe to die, I went to my shrine 
and wove my web while the doomed men fell beneath 
the swords of them who were set to guard my beauty, 
but who now are gone. And as I wove, one passed the 
Ghosts and rent the web and stood before me. It was 
he whom I await to-night, and after awhile I knew him 
for Odysseus of Ithaca, Odysseus, Laertes* son. But as 
I looked on him and spake with him, behold, I saw 
a spirit watching us, though he might not see it, a 
spirit whose face I knew not, for no such man have I 
known in my life days. Know then, Rei, that the face 
of the spirit was thy face, and its robes thy robes.* 

Then once more Rei trembled in his fear. 

‘ Now, Rei, I bid thee tell me, and speak the trufh, 
lest evil come on thee, not at my hands indeed, for I 
would harm none, but at the hands of those Immortals 
who are akin to me. What did thy spirit yonder, in my 
sacred shrine ? How didst thou dare to enter and 
look upon my beauty and hearken to my words ? ’ 

* Oh, great Queen,* said Rei, ‘ I will tell thee the 
truth, and I pray thee let not the wrath of the Gods 
fall upon me. Not of my own will did my spirit enter 
into thy Holy Place, nor do I knpw aught of what it 
saw therein, seeing that no memory of it remains tn 
me. Nay, it was sent of her whom I serve, who is the 
mistress of all magic, and to her it made report, but • 
what it said I know^ not.* 

* And whom dost thou serve, Rei ? And why did she 
send thy spirit forth to spy on me ? * 

'I serve Meriamun the Queen, and she sent my spirit 
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forth to learn what befell the Wanderer when he went 
up against the Ghosts/ 

'And yet he said naught to me of this Meriamiin. 
Say, Rci, is she fair ? * 

‘ Of all women wlio live upon the earth she is the 
very fairest/ 

‘ Of all, sayest thou, Rci ? Look now, and say if 
Meriamun, whom thou dost serve, is fairer than Argive 
Helen, whom thou dost name the Hathor?* and she 
lifted her veil so that he saw the face that was 
beneath. 

Now when he heard that name, and looked upon tho 
glory of her who is Beauty's self, Rei shrank back till 
he^went nigh to falling on the earth. 

‘ Nay,* he saKl, covering his eyes with his hand; * nay, 
thou art fairer than she/ 

'Then tell me/ she said, letting fall her veil again, 
‘and for thine own sake tell me true, why would 
Meriamun the Queen, whom thou servest, know the 
fate of him who came up against the Ghosts ? * 

‘ Wouldst thou know. Daughter of Amen ? ’ answered 
Rei ; ' then I will tell thee, for through thee alone she 
whom I serve and love can be saved from shame. 
Meriamun doth also Jove the man whom thou wouldst 
wed/ 

Now when the Golden Helen heard these words, she 
'pressed her band against her bosom. 

‘So I feared/ she said, ‘even so. She loves him, and 
he comes not. Ab I if it be so 1 Now, Rei, I am 
tempted to pay this Queen of thine in her own craft, 
and send thy spirit forth to spy on her. Nay, that I 
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will not do, for never shall Helen work by shameful 
guile or magic. Nay — but we will hence, Rci, we will 
to the Palace where my rival dwells, there to learn the 
tnith. Fear not, I will bring no ill on thee, nor on her 
whom thou servest. Lead me to the Palace, Roi. 
Lead mo swiftly.* 

Now the Wanderer slept in the arms of Mcriamun, 
who wore the shape of Argive Helen. His golden 
harness was piled by tlie golden bed)* and by the bed 
stood the black bow of Eurytiis. The night drew on 
towards the dawning, when of a sudden the Bow awoke 
and sung, and thus it sang : 

‘ Wake ! wake ! though the arms of thy Love aijp about thee, 
dearer by far 

Than her kiss is the sound of the fight ; 

And more sweet than her voice is the cry uf the trumpet, and 
goodlier far 

Than her arms is the battle’s delight : 

And what eyes are so bright as the sheen of the bronze when the 
sword is aloft, 

Wliat breast is so fair os the shield 1 
Or what garland of roses is dear as the helm, and what sleep is so 
soft 

As the sleep of slain men on the field ? ’ 

• 

Lo ! the Snake that was twined about the form bf 
her who wore the shape of Helen heard the magic song. 
It awoke, it arose. It twined itself about the body of 
the Wanderer and the body of her who wore the shape 
of Helen, knitting them together in the bond of sin. 
It grew, and lifting its woman’s head on high, it sang in 
answer. And thus it sang of doom : 
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‘ Sleep ! be at rest for an hour ; as in death men believe tliey shall 
rest. 

But they wa^e ! And thou too shalt awake ! 

Ill tlie dark of the grave do they stir ; but about thoin, on anus 
and on breast, 

Are the toils and the coils of the Snake : 

By llie tree where the first lovers lay, did 1 watch as 1 watch 
wliere lie lies, ^ , 

Lt>Ye laid on the bosom of Bu'^t I ’ 

Tlieii tlic great Bow answered tlio Snake, and it 


* or the tre(‘ wliere the first lovers siniieil was I shapen ; I bid 

tlu e arise, 

Thuii Slayer that soon slialL be dust/ 

And tlie Snake sang reply : — 

‘lie thou silent, ipy Daughter of Death, be thoii silent nor >frake 
him from sleep, 

With the song and the sound of thy livalli/ 

• 'J'lie Bow heard the song of llie Sj):ike\ The Deatli 
heard the song of tlie Sin, and again its thin inusie 
tliiilled upon llie air. For tliiis it sang : 

* Be tlinu silent, iiiy M<it]ier of Sin, for this watch it in given ii:e 

to keep , 

O’er the sleep of the dealer of Death !' 

d'hon the Snake ^irig : 

‘IIu>li, hush, lliou art young, and thou earnest to birtli when 
the making was done 
Of the world : 1 am older therein ! * 

And the Bow answered : 

‘ But without me thy strength \\er« a-i weakness, the prize of thy 
strength were iiuwon. 

I am Deaihi and thy Daughter, 0 SJn 1 * 
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Now the song of the Snake and the^ng of the Bow 
sunk through the depths of sleep till they reached the 
Wanderer’s ears. He sighed, he stretched out his 
mighty arms, he opened his eyes, and lo I they looked 
upon the eyes that bent above him, eyes of flame that 
lit the face of a woman — the face of Meriamun that 
wavered on a serpent’s neck and suddenly was gone. 
Ho cried aloud with fear, and sprang from the couch. 
The faint light of the dawning crept through the case- 
ments and fell upon the bed. The faint light of tlio 
dawning fell upon the golden bed of Pharaoh’s Queen, 
it gleamed upon the golden ai*mour that was piled by 
the bed, and on the polished surface of the great black 
bow. It shone upon the face of her who lay in the bed. 

Then he remembered. Surely he had slept with tlie 
Golden Helen, who was his bride, and surely ho had 
dreamed an evil dream, a dream of a snake that wore 
the face of Pharaoh’s Queen. Yea, there lay the Golden’ 
Helen, won at last — the Golden Helen now made a wife 
to him. Now he mocked his own fears, and now Ijo 
bent to wako her with a kiss. Faintly the new-born 
light crept and gathered on her face; ah ! how beautiful 
she was in sleep. Nay, what was this? Whoso face 
was this beneath his own ? Not §o had Helen looked 
in the shrine of her temple, when he tore the wdb. 
Not so had Helen seemed yonder in the pillared hall 
when slie stood in the moonlit space — not so had she • 
seemed when ho sware the great oath to love her, and 
her alone. Whose beauty ^was it then that now he saw ? 
By the Immortal Gods, it was the beauty of Meriamun ; 
it was the glory of Pharaoh’s Queen ! 
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He stared upta her lovely sleeping face, while terror 
shook his souL How could this be ? What then had 
he done ? 

Then light broke upon him. He looked around the 
chamber — there on the walls were graven the images of 
ti»e Gods of Khem, there above the bod the names of 
Meneptah and Meriamuri were written side by side in 
the sacred signs of Kliein. Not with the Golden Helen 
had ho slept, but with the wife of Pharaoh I To her ho 
had sworn the oath, and she had worn the Helen’s shape 
—and now the spell was broken. 

He stood amazed, and as he stood, again the great 
bow thrilled, warning him of Death to come. Then his 
strength came back to him, and he seized his armour 
and girt it abtut him piece by piece till ho lifted the 
golden helm. It slipjied from his hand ; with a ciash it 
fell upon the marble floor. With a crash it fell, and 
*sho who slept in the bed awoke with a cry, and sprang 
from the bed, her dark hair streaming down, her night- 
gear held to her by the golden snake with gemrny eyes 
that she must ever wear. But he caught his sword in 
his hand, and threw down the ivory sli/^atii. 



LOOK III. 

CHAPTER I. 

TillC VENGEANCE OF KUUHI. 

The Wanderer and Pharaoh’s Queen stood face to face 
in the twilight of the chamber. They stood in silence, 
while bitter anger and burning sliame poured into his 
licart and shone from his eyes. But the face of 
Mcriainun Wius cold as the face of the dead, and ott it 
was a smile such as the carven spliinxcs wear. Only * 
her breast heaved tumultuously as though in triumph, 
and her limbs (luivered like a shaken reed. At length 
she spoke. 

* Why lookest thou so strangely on me, my Lord and 
Love ; aiLl why hast thou girded thy harness on thy 
back ? Scaicely doth glorious £La creep from the 
breast of Nout, and wouldst thou leave thy bridal beS, 
Odysseus ? ’ 

Still ho spoke no word, but looked on her with burn- 
ing eyes. Then she stretched out her arms and came 
towards him lover-like. And now he found his tongue 
again. 

‘Get thee from me!' he said, in a voice low and 
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terrible to hear ; ‘ get thee from me. Dare not to touch 
me, thou, who art a harlot and a witch, lest I forget my 
manhood and strike thco dead before me.' 

‘That thou oanst not do, Odysseus/ she answered 
soft, ‘ for whatever else I be I am thy wife, and thou art 
bound to me for ever. What was the oath which thou 
didst swear not five short h9ur5 ago ? * 

‘ I swore an oath indeed, but not to thee, Moriamun. 
I swore an oath to Argive Helen, wltom I love, and I 
wake to find thee sleeping at my side, thee whom I 
hate.* 

‘ Nay,' she said, ‘ to me thou didst B\tear tho oath, 
Odysseus, for thou, of men th^ most guileful, hast at 
length been overmastered in guile. To rnc, "Woman or 
Tramortal," thou didst swear "for now and for ever, for 
here and hereafter, in whatever shape thou goest on the 
earth, Ity wheUever name thou art humon am(mg men** Oh, 
t)e not wroth, my lord, but hearken. What matters tho 
shape in which thou scest ino ? At the least am I not 
(air ? And what is beauty but a casket that hides the 
gem within ? 'Tis rny love which thou hast won, my 
love that is immortal, and not the flesh that perishes. 
For I have loved thee, ay, and thou hast loved me from 
of old and in other lives than this, and I tell thee that 
w(f shall love again and yet again when thou art no more 
Odys.seus of Ithaca, and when I am no more Meriamun, 
a Queen of Khein, but while we walk in other forms 
upon the world and are named by other names. I am 
thy doom, thou Wanderer, and wherever thou dost 
wander through the fields of Life and Death I shall be 
at thy side. For I am She of whom thou art, and 

R 
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thou art He of whom I am, and though the Gods have 
severed us, yet must we float together down the river of 
our lives till we find that sea of which the Spirit knows. 
Therefore put me not from thee and raise not ray wratli 
against thee, for if I used magic to bring thee to ray 
arms, yet they are thy home.* And once more she came 
towards him. 

Now the Wanderer drew an arrow from his quiver, 
and set the notch against his breast and the keen barb 
towards the breast of Meriaraun. 

‘Draw on,' he said. 'Thus will I take thee to 
niy arms agiiin. Hearken, Meriaraun the witch, — 
Meriainun the harlot : Pharaoh's wife and Queen of 
Khcm. To thee I swore an oath indeed, and perchance 
because I sulfered thy guile to overcome my wisdom, 
because I swore upon That which circles thee about, 
and not by the Rod Star wliioh gleams upon the Helen's 
breast, it may be tliat I sliall lose her whom I love. So ' 
indeed tl)e Queen of Heaven told me, yonder in sea-girt 
Ithaca, though to my sorrow I forgot her words. But if 
I lose her or if I win, know this, that I love her and her 
only, and I hate thro like the gates of hell. For thou 
hast tricked me with thy magic, thou hast stolen the 
shape of Beauty's self and dared ^to wear it, thou ha.st 
drawn a dreadful oath from me, anC I have taken thee 
to wife* And more, thou art the Queen of Khem, thou 
art Pharaoh's wife, whom I swore to ^uard ; but thou 
hast brought the last shame upon me, for now I am a 
man dishonoured, and I have sinned against the hos* 
pitable hearth, and the God of guests and hosts. And 
therefore I will do this. I will call together the guard of 
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which I am chief, and tell them all thy shame, ay, and 
* all my sorrow. I will shout it in the streets, I will 
publish it from the temple tops, and when Pharaoh 
comes again I will call it into his ear, till he and all who 
live in Khem know thee for what thou art, and see thee 
in thy naked shame.* 

She hearkened, and her face grew terrible to see. A 
moment she stood as though in thought, one hand 
pressed to her brow and one upon her breast. Then 
she spoke. 

‘ Is that thy last word, Wanderer ? * 

‘It is my last word. Queen/ he answered, and turned 
to go, 

'J'hen with the hand that rested on her breast she 
rent her night pobos and tore her perfumed hair. Past 
him she rushed towards the door, and as she ran sent 
scream on scream echoing up the painted walls. 

The curtains shook, the doors were burst asunder, 
and through them poured guards, cunuclis, and waiting- 
women. 

^Ilelp/ she cried, pointing to the Wanderer. ‘Help, 
help ! oh, save mine honour from this evil man, this 
foreign thief whom Pharaoh set to guard me, and who 
guards me thus. Tlus coward who dared to creep upon 
me — the Queen of Khem — even as I slept in Pharaol/s 
bed I * arid she cast herself upon the floor and threw her 
"hair about her, and lay tlicre groaning and weeping as 
though in, the last agony of shame. 

Now when the guards saw how tlie thing was, a great 
cry of rage and shame went from them, and they 
rushed upon the Wanderer like wolves upon a stag at 
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bay. But he leapt backwards to the side of the bcd^ 
and even as he leapt he set the arrow in his hand upon 
the string of the great black bow. Then he drew it to 
his ear. The bow-string sang, the arrow rushed forth, 
and he who stood before it got his death. Again the 
bow-string sang, again tlie arrow rushed, and lo ! another 
man was sped. A third time he drew the bow and the 
soul of a third went down the ways of hell. Now they 
rolled back from him as the waters roll from a rock, for 
none dared face the shafts of death. They shot at him 
witlkspears and aiTows from behind the shelter of the 
pillars, but none of these might harm him, for some 
fell from his mail and some he caught upon his 
buckler. 

• 

Now among those who had run thither at the sound 
of the cries of Meriamun W'as that sairm Kurri, the 
miserable captain of the Sidonians, whose life tiie 
Wanderer liad spared, and whom he had given to the* 
Queen to bo her jeweller. And wlien Kurri saw tlic 
Waiideror’s plight, ho thought in his greedy heart of 
those treasures that he had lost, and of how ho who had 
been a cai)tain and a rich merchant of Sidon was now 
nothing hut slave. 

Then a great desire came upi);i him to work the 
Wanderer ill, if so lie miglit. Now all round the ed§c 
of the chamber were shadows, for the light was yet • 
faint, aud Kurri crept into tlic shadows, carrying a long * 
spear in his haml, and tliat spear was liafted into the 
bronze fioiut which had stood in the Wanderers helm. 
Little did the Wanderer glance liis way, for he watched 
the lances and arrows that flew towards him from the 
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portal, so the end of it was that the Sidonian passed 
round the chamber unseen and climbed into the golden 
bed of Pljaraoh on the further side of the bed. Now the 
Wanderer stood with his back to the bed and a spear's 
length from it, and in tho silken hangings were fixed 
spears and arrows. Kurri's first thought was to stab 
liiin in tho back, but this he did not ; first, because ho 
feared lest he should fail to pierce the golden harness 
and the Wanderer should turn and slay him ; and again 
because he hoped that tho Wanderer would bo put to 
death by torment, and he was fain to have a hand in it, 
for after the lashion of tho Sidonians he was skilled in 
the tormenting of men. Therefore ho waited till pre- 
s(yitly the Wanderer let fall his buckler and drew tho 
bow. But ere tho arrow reached his car Kurri had 
stretched out his spear from bot\\cen the hangings and 
touched the string with tlic keen bronze*, so that it burst 
asunder and tlic gray shaft fell upmi tho luarble lloor. 
Tlien, as the Wanderer cast down tho bow and turnod 
with a cry to spring on him who had cut tho cord, for 
Ids eye had caught the sliccii of the outbtretched spear, 
Jvurri lifted the covering of purple w^J; wliicli lay upon 
the bed and deftly cast it over the hero^ licad so tliat 
he was iniiueshcd. Thereon the soldiers and the eunuchs 
took heart, seeing what liad been done, and ere over the 
Wanderer could clear himself from the covering and 
’ draw Lis sword, they rushed upon him. Cumbered as 
he was, they might not easily overcome him, but in the 
end they bore him down and held him fast, so that ho 
could not stir so mucli as a finger. Then one cried 
aloud to Mcriamun: 
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' The Lion is trapped, 0 Queen ! Say, shall we slay 
him V 

But Meriamun, who had watched the fray through 
cover of her hands, shuddered and made answer : 

‘Nay, but lock his tongue with a gag, strip his 
armour from liiin, and bind him with fetters of bronze, 
and make him fast to the dungeon walls with great 
chains of bronze* There shall he bide till Fharaoli 
come again ; for against Pharaoh s honour he hath 
sinned and shamefully broken that oath ho swore to 
him, and therefore shall Pharaoh make him die in 
such fashion as seems good to him/ 

Now when Kurri heard these words, and saw the 
Wanderer’s sorry plight, he bent over him and said : 

‘ It was I, Kurri the Sidonian, who cut the cord of 
thy great bow, Eperitus; with the spear -point that 
thou gavest back to me I cut it, I, whose folk thou 
didst slay and madcst mo a slave. And I will crave this 
boon of Pharaoli, that mine shall be the hand to 
torment thee night and day till at last thou diest, 
cursing the day that thou w^ast born/ 

The Wanderer looked upon him and answered : 
‘ There thou liest, thou Sidonian dog, for this is written 
in thy face,, that thou thyself shalt die within an hour 
and that strangely/ ^ 

Then Kurri shrank back scowling. But no more 
woixls might Odysseus speak, for at once they forced his 
jaws apart and gagged him with a gag of iron; and 
thereafter, stripping his harness from him, they bound 
him with fetters as the Queen iiad commanded. 

Now while they dealt thus with the Wanderer, 
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Meriamun passed into another chamber and swiftly 
threw robes upon her to hide her disarray, clasping 
them round her with the golden girdle which now she 
must always wear. But her long hair she left unbound, 
nor did she wash the stain of tears from face, for 
she was minded to seem shamed and woe>begonc in the 
eyes of all men till Pharaoh came again. 

Rei and the Golden Helen passed through the streets 
of the city till they came to the Palace gates. And here 
they must wait till the dawn, for Rei, thinking to come 
thither with the Wanderer, who was Captain of the 
Guard, had not learned the word of entry. 

* Easy would it be for me to win my way througli 
those great gates,' said the Helen to Rei at her side, 
•but it is my counsel that we wait awhile. Perchance 
he wliom we seek will come forth.' 

So they entered the porch of the Temple of Osiris that 
looked towards the gates, and there they waited till the 
dawn gathered in the eastern sky. The Helen spoke 
no word, but Roi, watching her, knew that she was 
troubled at heart, though he might not see her face 
because of the veil she wore ; for from time to time she 
sighed and the Red^tar rose and fell upon her breast. 

^At length the first arrow of the dawn fell upon the 
temple porch and she spoke. 

‘Now let us enter,' she said; ‘my heart forbodes evil 
indeed ; but much of evil I have known, and where the 
Gods drive me there I mu.st go.' 

They come to the gates, and the man who watched 
them opened to the priest Rei and the veiled woman 
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who went with him, though be marvelled at the beauty 
of the woman’s shape. 

‘ Where are thy fellow-guards ? ’ Rei asked of the 
soldier. 

^ I kno# not,’ he answered, * but anon a great tumult 
arose in the Palace, and the Captain of the Gate went 
thither, leaving me only to guard the gate.* 

'Hast thou seen the Lord Eperitus?* Rei asked 
again. 

* Nay, I have not seen him since supper-time last 
night, nor has he visited the guard as is his wont.* 

Rei passed on wondering, and with him went Helen. 
As they trod the Palace they saw folk flying towards the 
hall of banquets that is near the Queen’s chambers. 
Some bore arms in their hands and some 4)ore none, but 
all fled fast towards the hall of banquets, whence came 
a sound of shouting. Now they drew near the hall, and 
there at the further end, where the doors are that lead 
to the Queen’s chambers, a great crowd was gathered. 

'Hide thee, lady — hide thee,* said Rei to her who 
wont with him, ' for methinks that death is afoot here. 
Sec, here hangs a curtain, stand thou behind it while 1 
learn what this tumult means.* 

She stepped behind the curtain that hung between 
the pillars as Rei bade her, for now Helen*s gentle 
breast was full of fears, jind she was as one dazed. ^Ivcu 
as she stepped one came flying down the hall who was 
of the servants of Rei the Priest, 

'Stay thou,* Rei cried to hiin^ 'and tell me what 
happens yonder.’ 

‘ 111 deeds. Lord,* said the servant. ‘Eperitus the 
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Wanderer, whom Pharaoh made Captain of his Guard 
when lie wont forth to slay the rebel Apura— Eperitus 
hath laid hands on the Queen whom he was set to 
guard. But she fled from him, and her cries awoke the 
guaid, and they fell upon him in Pharaoh's very chamber. 
Some he slew with shafts from the great black bow, 
but Kurri the Sidonian cut the string of the bow, and 
the Wanderer was borne down by many men. Now 
they have bound him and drag him to the dungeons, 
there to await judgment from the lips of Pharaoh. See, 
Ihey bring him. I must begone on my errand to tho 
keeper of tlie dungeons.' 

Tlie Golden Helen hoard the shameful talc, and such 
scjrrow took her that had she been mortal she liad 
surely died, tf'his then was tho man whom she had 
chosen to love, this was he whom last night she should 
have wed. Once more the Gods had made a mock of 
her. So had it ever been, so should it ever be. Love- 
less she had lived all her life day.s, now she had learned 
to love once aud for ever — and this was the fruit of it ! 
She clasped the curtain lest she should sink to the 
earth, and hearing a sound looked forth. A multitude 
of men came down the hall. Before them walked ten 
soldiers bearing a Jitter on their shoulders. In the 
litter lay a man gagged and fettered with fetters of 
bronze so that ho might not stir, and they bore him as 
men bear a stag from the chase or a wild bull to tljo 
sacrifice. It was the Wanderer's self, the Wandcuer 
overcome at last, and he seemed so mighty even in his 
bonds, and his eyes slionc with so fierce a light, that tlu’ 
crowd shrank from him as though in fear. Thus did 
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Helen see her Love and Lord again as they bore him 
dishonoured to his dungeon cell She saw» and a moan 
and a cry burst from her heart. A moan for her own 
woe and a cry for the shame and faithlessness of him 
whom she must love. 

‘ Oh, how fallen art thou, Odysseus, wlio wast of men 
the very first,* she cried. 

He heard it and knew the voice of her who cried, 
and he gazed around. Tlie great veins swelled upon 
his neck and forehead, and he struggled so fiercely that 
he fell from the litter to the ground. But he miglit 
not rise because of the fetters, nor speak because of the 
gag, so they lifted him again and bore him thence. 

And after him went all the multitude save Rci alon^. 
For Rei was fallen in shame and grief because of the 
tale that he had heard and of the deed of darkness that 
the man he loved had done. For not yet did he re- 
member and learn to doubt. So he stood hiding his 
eyes in his hand, and as he stood Helen came forth and 
touched him on the shoulder, saying : 

*Lead me hence, old man. Lead me back to my 
temple. My Ijovo is lost indeed, but there where 1 
found it I will abide till the Gods make their will clear 
to me.’ « 

Ho bowed, saying no word, and following Helen 
stopped into the centre of the hall. There he stopped, 
indeed, for down it came the Queen, her hair stream- 
ing, all her robes disordered, and her face stained witli 
tears. She was alone save for Kurri the Sidonian, who 
followed her, and she walked wildly as one distraught who 
knows not where she goes nor why. Helen saw her also. 
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‘ Who is this royal lady that draws near ? ’ she asked 
of Rei. 

' It is Meriamim the Queen ; she whom the Wanderer 
hath broil gl)t to shame/ 

‘Stay then, I would speak with her/ 

‘ Nay, nay/ cried Roi. ‘ She loves thee not, Lady, 
and will slay thee/ 

‘That cannot be/ Helen answered. 



CHAPTER ir. 

THE COMING OP rHARAOIT. 

Presently, as she walked, Meriamun saw Rei the 
Priest and the veiled woman at liis side, and she saw 
on the woman’s breast a rod jewel that burnt and 
glowed like a licart of fire. Then like fire burned tlje 
heart of Mcria»ruin, for she knew that this was Argive 
Helen who stood before lier, Helen whose shape she 
had stolen like a thief and with the mind of a tliiof. 

*Say,’ she cried to Rei, who bowed befoi’c her, ‘say, 
who is tliis woman ? ’ 

Rei looked at the Queen with terrified eyes, and 
spako in a voice of warning, 

‘This is that Gcnidcss who dwells in' the Temple of 
Hftthor,’ he said. ‘ Let her pass in pcacn> 0 Queen/ 

‘ In peace she shall pass indeed/ answered Meriamun. 
‘Whaf saidest tliou, old dotard? That Goddas?! 
Nay, no Goddess have we here, but an evil-working 
witch, who hath brought woes unnumbered upon 
Khem. Because of her, men die mouth by month till 
the vaults of the Temple of Hathor are full of her slain. 
Because of her it was that curse upon curse fell on the 
land — the curse of water turned to blood, of hail and 
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of torrible darknesj^, ay, and the curse of the death of 
the firstborri,^a!nong whom my own son died. And 
thou hast dartnl, Rfti, to bring tliis witctt^ hero to my 
•Palacejialls ! By Amen if I had not loved thee always 
thy life should pay the price. And thou/ and she 
stretiched her hand to^vards the Helen, ‘thou hast 
dared to come. It is vrell, no moro slialt thou bring 
evil upon Khein. Hearken, slave/ and sho turned to 
Kurii the Sidoiiian; ‘draw that knife of thine and 
plunge it to tlio liilt in the breast of yonder womtan. 
So sljalt thou win freedom and all thy goods shall be 
given thee again.' 

Then for the first time Helen spake : 

‘I charge thee, Lady/ she said in slow soft tones, 

‘ bitl not tl>y servant do this deed, for though I have 
little will to bring evil ui)Oq men, yet I may not lightly 
be affronted.' 

'Now Kurri bung back doubtfully fingering his 
tlagger. 

‘Draw, knave, drawl' cried Moriamun, ‘and do ray 
bidding, or presently Uiou shalt be slain with this same 
knife.' 

When the Sidonian heard these words he cried aloud 
with fear, for he well knew that as the Queen said so 
it ^'ould be done to him. Instantly he drew the great 
knife and rushed upon the veileil woman. But as he 
came, Helen lifted her veil so that her eyes fell upon 
his eyes, and the brightness of their beauty was revealed 
to him; and when he saw her loveliness he stopped 
suddenly as one who is transfixed of a spear. Then 
madness came upon him, and with a cry he lifted the 
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knife, and plunging it, not into her heart, but into his 
own, fell down dead. 

This then was miserable "tend ot Kurri the 
Sic|onian, slain by the sight of Beauty, ^ 

‘Thou seest, Lady/ said Helen, turning from the 
dead Sidonian, ‘no man may harm me/ 

For a moment tlie Queen stood astonished, while Rei 
the Priest muttered prixyers to the protecting Gods, 
^riien site cried : 

‘Begone, thou living curse, begone ! Wherefore art 
thou come here to work more woe in this house of woe 
and (loath ? ’ 

‘Fear not/ answered the Helen, ‘presently I will 
begone and trouble thoo no more. Thou askest why I 
am come hither. I came to seek luni wIk) was my love, 
and whom but last night I should have wed, but 
whom the Gods have brought to shame unspeakable, 
Odysseus of Ithaca, Odysseus, Laertes* son. For this* 
cause I came, and I have stayed to look upon the face 
of her whose bcjauty bad power to drive the thought of 
me from the heart of Odysseus, and bring him, who of 
all men was tlie greatest hero and the foremost left 
alive, to do a dastard deed and make his mighty name 
a byword and a scorn. Knowest tlu>u, Meriamun, that 
I find the matter strange, since if all things else %c 
false, yet is this true, that among w^oinen the fairest are 
the most strong. Thou art fair indeed, Meriamun, but* 
judge if thou art more fair than Argive Helen/ and 
she drew the veil from her face so that the splendour 
of her beauty shone out upon the Queen’s dark loveli- 
ness. Thus for awhile they stood each facing each, 
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aD<i to Rei it seemed as thougli ^0 spirits of Death and 
Life looked one on another, as though the darkness and 
the daylight stood in \\’onian*s shape before him. 

*' ‘Thou art fair indeed,* said *lho (^ueen, ‘but in this, 
witch, has thy beauty failed to hold him whom thou 
wouldst wed from the most shameless sin. Little me- 
thibks can that man have loved thee who crept upon 
me like a thief to snatch my honour fi (»m me.* 

Then Helen betlioiight her of what Ilci had said, 
that Meriarnuu loved the Wanderer, and she spoke 
again : 

*Now it comes into my heart, Egyptian, that true 
and false are mixed in this talc of thine. Hard it is to 
believe that Odysseus of Itliaca could \Y(»rk such a 
coward deed as*this, or, unbidden, seek to clasp thee to 
his heart. Moreover, I read in thine eyes that thou thy- 
self dost love the man whom thou narnest dastard. 
Nay, hold tliy peace, look not so wildly on me whom 
thou canst not harm, but hearken. Wlicthcr thy tale 
be true or false I know not, who use no magic and 
learn those things only that the Gods reveal to me. 
But this at the least is true, that. Odysseus, whom 
I should have wed, has looked on theo with eyes of 
love, even in that hour when 1 waited to be mode 
his* wife. Tlxerefore the love that but two days agone 
bloomed in my heart, dies and withers ; or if it dies 
not, at least I cast it from me and tread its flowers 
beneath my feeL For this doom the Gods have laid 
upon tm, who am of all women the most haple.ss, to live 
beloved but loveless through many years, and at the 
last to love and be betrayed. And now 1 go hence 
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back to iny temple shrine ; but fear not, Meriamun, 
not for long shall I trouble thee or Khem, and men 
sliall die no more because of my beauty, for I shall 
presently pass hence whither the Gods aj)point; and^ 
this I say to thee — deal gently with that man who has 
betrayed my faith, for whatever he did was done for the 
love of thee. It is no mean thing to have won the 
lieart of Odysseus of Itliaca out of the hand of Argive 
Helen. Fare thee well, Meriamun, who wouldst have 
slain me. May the Gods grant thee better days and 
more of joy than is given to Helen, who would look 
upon thy face no more.' 

Thus she spake, and lotting her veil fall turned to go. 
For awhile the Queen stood shamed to silence by 
these gentle words, that fell like dew upon the fires of 
her hate. Ihit ere Helen had passed the length of a 
spear her fury burned up again. What, should she let 
this woman go — this woman who alone of all that 
breathed was more beautiful than she, by the aid of 
whose stolon beauty she alone had won her love, and 
for w'lioso sake slio had endured such bitter words of 
scorn ? Nay, while Helen yet lived sin: could find nor 
joy nnr sleep. But were Helen dead, then pcrcliancc 
all might yet bo well, and the Wanderer yet be hers, 
for when the best is gone men turn them to the 
better. 

^ Close the gates and bar them,* she cried to the men, 
who now streamed back into the hall ; and they ran to 
do her bidding, so that before Helen reached the Palace 
doors, they had been shut and the gates of bronze 
beyond had clashed like the shields of men. 
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Now Helen drew near the doors. 

‘Stay yon witch/ cried the Queen to those who 
guarded them, and in wonder they poised their spears 
*to bar the w^ay of Helen. But she only lifted her veil 
and looked upon them. Then their arms fell from 
their hands and they stood amazed at tho sight of 
beauty. 

‘Open, I bescecli you/ said the Helen gently, and 
straightway they opened the doors and she passed 
through, followed by those who guarded them, by the 
Queen, and by Roi. But one man there was who did 
not sec her beauty, and he strove in vain to hold back 
ihe doors and to clasp Helen as she passed. 

^ow she drew near to tho gates — 

‘Shoot the witch!* cried Meriarnun tho Queen; ‘if 
she pass the gates, by my royal w’ord I swear that 
ye shall die every man of you, Slioot her with 
^arrows.* 

Then three men drew their bows mightily. Tho 
stritjg of the bow of one burst, and the bf»w was 
shattered, and the arrow of the second slipped as ho 
drew it, and passing downwards pierced his foot; and 
the shaft of tho third swerved ore it struck the breast 
of Helen, and sunk into tho heart of that soldier who 
was next to the Queen, so that ho fell down dead. It 
was the same man who had striven to hold to the doors 
'and clasp the Helen. 

Then Helen turned and spoke : 

‘ Bid not thy guard to shoot again, Meriarnun, lest 
the arrow find thy heart, for, know this, no man may 
harm me;* and once more she lifted her veil, and 



THE WORLDS DESIRE, 


238 

speaking to those at the gates said: ‘ Open, I beseeclj 
ycu, and let the Hathor pass/ 

Now their weapons fell from their hands, and they 
looked upon her beauty, and they too made haste to* 
open the gates. The great gates clanged upon their 
sockets and rolled back. She passed through them, and 
all who were there followed after her. But when they 
looked, lo ! she had mingled with the people who wont 
to and fro and was gone. 

Then Meriamun grew white with rage because Helen 
whom slie hated had escaped her, and turning to those 
men who had opened the doors and tiiose who had 
given passage of the gates, who yet stood looking 
on each other with dazed eyes, she do6mcd them 
to die. * 

But Rei, kneeling before her, prayed for their lives : 
‘111 will come of it, O Queen !* he said, ‘as ill came 
to yonder Sidonian and to the soldier at thy feet, for 
none may work evil on this Goddess, or those who 
l)efnended the Goddess. Slay them not, 0 Queen, lest 
ill tidings follow on the deed ! ' 

Then the Queen turned on him ina.lly : 

‘Hearken thou, Rei I’ she said; ‘speak thus again, 
and though I have loved thee and thou hast been the 
chief of the servants of Pharaoh, this I swear, tKkt tfcou 
slmlt die the first. Already the count is long between 
thee and me, for it was thou who didst bring yon 
accursed witch to my Palace. Now thou hast heard, 
oud of this be sure, as I have spoken so I will da Get 
thee gone — ^get thee from my sight, I say, lest I slay thee 
now. I take back thy lionours, I strip thee of thy 
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offices, I gather thy wealth into my treasury. Go forth 
a beggar, and let me see thy face no more ! * 

Then Roi held hig peace and fled, for it were better to 
* stand before a lioness robbed of her whelps than before 
Meriamun in her rage. Thereon the gates were shut 
again, and the captiiin of the gates was dragged before 
the place where the Queen stood, and asking no mercy 
and taking little heed, f<)r still his soul was filled with 
the beauty of Helen as a cup with wine, he suffered 
death, for his head was straightway sruitteti from him. 

Rei, watching from afar, groaned aloud, then turned 
and left the Palace, but the Queen called to tho soldiers 
to slay on. Even as sho called there came a cry of woe 
wjtliout the Palace gates. Men looked each on each. 
Again the ciy «rosc and a voice without called, ‘ Pharaoh 
is coii^e again ! Pharaoh is come again I ' and there rose 
a sound of knocking at the gates. 

Now for that while Meriamun thought no more of 
slaying the men, but bade th(‘m open the gates. They 
opened, and a man entered cla<l in raiment stained witli 
travel. His eyes were wild, his hair was dishevelled, 
and scarce could his face be known for the face of 
Pharaoh Mcneptah, it was so marred uith grief and fear. 

Pharaoh looked on tho Queen — ho looked upon the 
dead who lay at her feet, then laughed aloud : 

‘ What ! ' he cried, ‘ more dead ! Is there then no end 
to Death and the number of his slain ? Nay, here ho 
doth work but feebly. Perchance his arm grows weary. 
Come, where are thy dead. Queen ? Bring forth thy 
dead 1 * 

‘ What bath chanced, Meneptah, that tliott speakest 
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thu« madly?' the Queen, *She whom they 

name Uie Hathor hath passed here, and these, and 
another who lies yonder, do but mark her path. Speak ! ' 

* Ay, I will speak, Queen.- I have a merry tale to tel).* 
Thou sayest that the Hathor hath passed here and 
these mark her footsteps. Well, I can cap thy story. * 
He whom the Apura name Jahveh bath parsed yonder 
by the Sea of Weeds, and there lie many, lie to mark 
His footsteps.' 

‘^hy host! Where is thy host V cried the Queen. 

‘ At the least some are left.' 

'Yes, Queen, a// are left — all — all — save myself alone. 
They drift to and fro in the Sea of Weeds — they lie by 
tens of thousands on its banks; the gulls tear their 
eyes, the lion of the desert rends thefr^^flesh ; they lie 
unburied, their breath sighs in the sea gales, their 
blood sinks into the salt sands, and Osiris numbers 
tliem in the hosts of hell. Hearken ! I came upon the' 
tribes of the Apura by the banks of the Sea of Weeds. 

I came at eve, but I might not fall upon tliem because 
of a veil of darkness that spread between my armies 
and the hosts of the Apura, All night long through 
the veil of darkness, and through the shrieking of a 
great gale, I heard a sound as pf the passing of a 
mighty people — the clangour of their arms, the voices 
of captains, the stamp of beasts, and the grinding of • 
wheels. The morning carnc, and lo! before me the 
waters of the sea were built up as a wall on the right 
hand and the left, and between tlic walls of water was 
dry land, and the Apura passed between the walls, 
TiiBA J cried to my captains to arise and follow swiftly, 



CHAPTER III. 

THK IJATIIS OF JUION/K. 

Even out of this of drf?arl the morning rose, and 
with it cainc Ih i, l)(‘aring a message from tlK* King. 
Hut lie did not find the Wamleror in his chamber. The 
Palju^c (Minuehs said tliat ho had ristui an<l had asked 
for Ivurri, tlio Oa[>trdti of the Shlonians, wlio was now 
tlio Queen’s J(*well<'r. TWther Rei went, for Kuni was 
lodged with Hie s(»rvants in a court of the Royal House, 
and as the old man came he heard the sound of ham- 
mers beating on metal. There, in the shadow which 
the Palace wall cast int(» a little court, there was the 
VVandcior; no longer in liis golden mail, but with bare 
arms, and dressed in such a light smock as the workmen 
of Khem were w'ont to wear. 

The Wanderer was bonding o\ef a small brazier, 
whence a flame and a light blue smoke arose and melted 
^int^ the morning light In his hand he held a small 
hammer, and he had a little anvil by him, on which lay 
one of the golden shoulder-plates of his amiour. The 
other pieces wx'rc heaj)ed beside the brazier. Kuni, 
the Sidonian, stood beside him, with graving tools in 
hia hands. 
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and wine and fallen tables and scattered arms, till they 
stood before the Pharaoh. 

^Pkaraoh! Pharaoh! Pharaoh!' they cried again. 
‘ Dead are the first-born of Khoin at the hand of JqJiveh. 
Wilt thou let the people go ? ’ 

Then Pharaoh lifted his face and cried : 

‘ Get you gone — you and all that is yours. Get 
you gone swiftly, and let Khein see your face no 
more.' 

The people heard, and the li\ing left the hall, and 
silence fell on the city, and on tiro dead who died of 
the sword, and the dead who cli(‘d of the pestilence. 
Silence fell, and sleep, and the Gods* best gift- 
forgetfulness. 
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they fought, and back rolled the tide of foes, leaving a 
swathe of dead. So a second time they came on, and a 
second time were rolled back. 

Nqjw of the defenders few were left unhurt, and their 
strength was well-nigh spent. But the Wanderer 
cheered them with great words, though his heart grew 
foaiful for the end ; and Meriamun the Queen also bade 
them to be of good courage, anil if nccil were, to die 
like men. Then once again the wave of War rolled in 
tipon them, and the strife grew fierce and desperate. 
The iron hedge of .sjK;ar.s was well-nigh broken, and 
now the Wanderer, doing such deeds as had not been 
known in Khcm, stood alone between Meriamun the 
Queen an<] the swords that thirsted for her life and 
the life of Pharaoh. Then of a sudden, fr^m far down 
the great ball of banquets, there came a loud dry that 
shrilled above the clasli of swonls, the groans of men, 
and all the din of battle. 

* Pharaoh ! Pharaoh ! Phwraoh f * rose a voice. 
‘Now wilt thou let the people go?’ 

Then he who smote stayed his hand and ho 
who guarded dropped his shield. The battle ceased 
and all turned to look. Tiiere at the end of the 
hall, among the dead and dying, there stood the two 
ancient men of the Apura, and in their hands were 
cedar rods, 

‘ It is the Wizards — the Wizards of the Apura,’ men 
cried, and shrunk this way and that, thinking no more 
on war. 

The ancicno men drew nigh. They took no heed of 
the dying or the dead : on they walked, through blood 
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The swallow string sang, the black bow twangeil, ami 
the bitter arrows shriekeil ns they flow. 

Now the Wantlcrers shafts wore sjx^nt, and he 
judged that their case was desperate. For out «f the 
doors of tlic hall that were behind them, and from the 
chambers of the w’omen, armed men burst in also, taking 
them on the flank and rear. But the Wanderer w'asr 
old in war, and without a match in all its ways. Tlio 
Captain of the Guard was slain with a spear stroke, 
and the Wanderer took his place, calling to the 
such of them as were left alive, to form a circle on the 
dais, and within the circle ho set tho^c of the house of 
Vharaoh and the Avomcn who Avero at the feast. Ami 
to Pliaraoli he cast a slain mairs sword, bidding him 
strike for lift ami throne if he never struck before; but 
the heart was out of Pharaoh because of the deatli of 
his son, ami the wine about his wuts, and the terrors he 
had soon. Then Moriamun the Queen snatclicd the 
sword from his trembling hand and stootl holding it to 
guard her lile. For she disdained to crouch upon the 
ground as did the other W’oinon, but stood upright 
behind the Wanderer, and heeded noti the spears and 
arrows that dealt <lcath on every hand. But Pharaoh 
stood, his face buri|?d in his hands. 

Now tlic slayers came on, shouting and clambering 
upon the dais. Then the Wanderer rushed on them 
with sword drawn, and shield on high, and so swift he 
smote that men might not guard, for they saw, as it 
were, three blades aloft at once, and the silver-hafted 
sword bit deep, the gift of Phaeacian Euryalus Ipng ago. 
The Guards also smote and thrust; it was for theirlives 
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the bitter arrow struck, nor iniglit his ljarDe.s.s avail to 
stay it Through the body of him it passed and with 
blood-rcd feathers flew on, auJ smote another who 
Hto<jd behind him so that his knees also were loosened, 
and together they fell dead upon the fI(*or. 

Now while the people stared arid wondered, again 
tlio bow-string sang a swallow, again the arrow 
sercanied in its Hight, and he wlio stood before it got 
his rleath, for the shhdd In; bore was pinned to his breast. 

Tlien Wonder turned to rage; the multitude lolkrl 
forward, and from either side the air grew dark with 
arrows. Fur the (Juards at sight of the shooting of tlie 
Wanderer found heart and fought well ami manfully. 
F>oldIy also the slayers came on, and l)ehind them 
pressed many a hundred men. The; Wanderer’s golden 
helm flashed steadily, a hea<‘oii in the storm. Black 
smoke bur.st out iti the hall, the hangings Hamed and 
t(jssed in a wind fn>m the open door. Tin; lights were 
struck from the liainis of tla; golden images, arioWrt 
stood thick ill the tables and the rafter.s, a spt'ar jiicreed 
through the golden cup of i^isht. But mit of the 
darkne*ss and smoke and dust, and the cry of battle, and 
through the rusliing of the ruin of spears, .sang tlie 
swallow string of the black bow oi. Kurytus, and the. 
long shafts shrieked a.s they sped on them who were 
ripe to die. In vain did the arrow.s of the slaytus smite 
upon that giddeu harness. They were hut as hail upon 
the temple roofs, but as ilriving snow upon the wild 
stags horns, Thc'y struck, they rattled, and down they 
droppcil like siuov, or bounded back and lay upon the 



TJIE NIGHT OF DREAD. 


1 1 1 


loinple stone from stone, and rend her boai^ty limb from 
limb, and be avenged and' free the land from curses.' 

A moment the people stood and hearkened, muttering, 
as stands the lion that is about to spring, while those 
who pressed without cried : ‘ Forward ! Forward ! Slay 
them ! Slay them ! * Then as with one voice they 
screamed : 

‘ The Hathor we love, but you we hate, for ye have 
brought these woc's upon us, and ye shall die.’ 

They cried, they brawled, they cast footstools and 
stones at the Guards, and then a certain tall man among 
them drew a bow. Straight at the Queen’s fair breast 
he aimed his arrow, and swift and true it sped toward 
her. She saw tho light gleam upon its shining baab, 
and then she did what no woman but Meriamun ^vould 
have done, no, not to save herself from death — she held 
out the naked body of her son as a warrior holds a 
shield. Tlio arrow struck through and through it, 
pieiciiig tlie tender Hesli, aye, and pricked her breast 
beyond, so that she let the dead buy fall. 

The Wanderer saw it and wondered at the horror of 
t)iO deed, fur he had seen no such deed in all his 
days. Then sliouting aloud the terrible "war-cry of the 
Achoeans he leapt upon the board before him, and as 
he leapt his golden armour clanged. 

Glancing around, he fixed an airow to the string and 
drew to his ear tliat great bow which none but he 
might so much as bend. Then as he loosed, the string 
sang like a swallow, and the .shaft f creamed llirougli 
the air. Down the glorious hall it sped, and full 
the breast of him who had lifted bow .against the (|||ieen 
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the loom, and the leper from the Temple gatej^. They 
were mad with lust of life, a starveling life tliat the 
King liad taxed, when he let not the Apura go. They 
were mad with fear of death ; their women folhnvod 
them with dead children |n their arms. They smote 
down tlie golden furnishings, they tore the silken 
liangings, they cast the om|)ty cups of the feast at the 
luces of trembling ladies, and cried aloud for the blood 
of the King. 

'Where is Pharaoh?* tln^y yelled, 'show us Pharaidi 
and tlje Queen Mejiaiuun, tliat we may i'lay tiiein. 
l-teivd ^rc 4 Ur lii^atborn, they lie in heaps as the fish lay 
when Sihor ran red with blood. Dead are they because 
of the cursii that lias been brought npon us by the 
pr<ipbets of tlie A^ura, whom Pharaoh, ariS Pharaoh’s 
Queen, yet hold in Khein.* 

Now as they cried they saw Pharaoh Meneptah 
cowering behind Hhe double line of Guards, and they 
saw the Queen Jleiiamun who cowered not, hut stood 
silent above the- din. Tlien she thrust her way through 
the Guards, an<l yet holding the body of the child to 
her broiist, she stood before them witli eyes that Hashetl 
more btightly than the uraeus crown upon lier 
brow, • 

‘ Back I ’ she cried, ‘ back ! It is nut Pharaoh, it is 
not 1, who have brought this death upon you. For we, 
too have death here ! ’ and she held up the body of her 
ilead son. 'It is that False Hathor whom ye worship, 
that Witch of many a voice and many a face who turns 
your hearts faint witli love. For her sake ye endure 
thes^ woes, on her head is all this death. Go, tear her 
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Now PharaoVi sank down groaning, but the Queen 
spake to the Wanderer ; 

*Anon thy weapon sang of war, Eperitus; now war 
is at the gates/ 

‘ Little I fear the rush of battle and the blows men 
deal in anger, Lady,' he niade answer, ‘ though a man 
may fear the Gods without shame. Ho, Guards ! close 
up, close up round me ! Look not so pale-faced now 
deatii from the Gods is done with, and we have but to 
fear the sword of men/ 

'i 

So great was his mien and so glprlotw his face as he 
cricil thus, and one by one drew his long arrow* for||^ 
and laid them on the board, that the trembljlig Guards 
took heart, and to the niunb||r of fifty and one ranged 
thomsedves ^)n tlio edge of the dais iu a double line. 
Then tlicy also made ready tlieir bo\^s and loosened the 
arrows iu their quivx*rs. 

Now from without there came a ipar of men, and 
anon, while those of the house of Pharaolj, and of the 
guests and nobles, who sat at the feast and yet lived, 
fled behind the soldiers, the brazen doors were buret in 
with mighty hlo\vs, and through them a great armed 
multitude surged along the hall. There cam O j soldiers 
broken from their /anks. There came the embalmcrs 
of the Dead ; their hands were overfull of work to-night, 
but they left their work un 3 une; Death had smitten 
some even of these, and their fellows did not shrink 
back from them iiow\ There came i\u) smith, black 
from the forge, and the scribe bowed with endless 
WTiting; and the dyer with diis purple hands, and the 
fisher from the stream ; and the stunted weaver from 
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and their jaws hung down. But at the sound of the 
clanging of their harness the strength of the Wanderer 
came back to him again, for the Gods and their venge- 
ance lie feared, but not the sword of man. And now 
once more the bow sang aloud, lie graspetl it, lie bent 
it witli his mighty knee, and strung it, ciying: 

* Awake, riiaraoh, awake! Foes diaw on. Say, be 
those all the men ? * 

Then the Captain answered, 'Tliese lie all of the 
Guaid ^\l^ouI•o loft living in the I'alare. The rcat are 
stark, smitten by the angry Gods.* 

Now as the Captain spake, one came running up the 
hall, he(‘ding neither the deail nor tlie living. It was 
the old priest llei, the Commander of tint Legion of 
Amen, who liad b.en the Wanderer’s guide, and his 
looks were wild with fear. 

'Hearken, Vharaoh!* he crie-l, ‘thy people lie dead 
by thousands in the streets — the houses are full of tlead. 
in the Temph's of Ftah and of Amen many of tin; 
priests have fallen drad aKo/ 

^llast thou more to tell, old man?’ i-riod tljo 
Queen. 

‘The t^le has not all been told, t) Quein. The 
sohliers are mad witli fear and with the sight of death, 
and slay their ca[)tains; barely liave I escaped from 
those in my command of the Legion i»f Amen. Fur 
they swear that this death has been brought upon the 
laud because Pharaoh will not let the Apura go. 
TIitlier, then, they come to slay Pharaoli, and thee also, 
O Qiioeu, and with them come many thousands of 
peojde, calclnng up such arms as lie to their liands.' 
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the doors burst asunder and a woinau sped througii 
them in her night robes, and in her arms she bore the 
naked body of a boy. 

‘ Pharaoh ! ’ she cried, ‘ Pharaoh, and thou, O 
Queen, look upon thy son— thy firstborn son — dead is 
thy son, 0 Pharaoh ! Dead is thy son, 0 Que(yi! In 
iny arms ho died suddenly as I lulled him to his rest,* 
and she laid tlie body of the cliild dd^ on the boaid 
among the vessels of gold, among tlie garlands i»f lotus 
flowers and the beakers of rose-red wine. 

Then Pharaoh ruse and rent his purple robes and 
wept a!oud. Meriamun rose too, and lifting the body 
of her son clasped it to her breast, and her eyes were 
terrible witli wrath and grie^ but she wept not. 

* See now the curse that this evil woman, this False 
Hathor, hath brought upon us,* she said. 

But the very guests sprang up crying, ‘ It is not the 
Hathor whom we worship, it is not the Ifoly Hathor, it 
is the Cods of those dark Apura whom thou, O Queen, 
wilt not let go. On thy head and the head of Pharaoh 
be it,* and even as they cried the murmur without 
grew to a shriek of woe, a shriek so wild and terrible 
that the Palace walls rang. Again that sliriek rose, 
and yet a third time, never was such a cry heard iu 
Egypt. And now for tlie first lime in all his clays tlie 
face of the Wanderer grew white with fear, and iu fear 
of hcait he piaycd for succour to liis Goddess — to 
Aplirodite, the daughter of Dioric. 

Again the doors behind them burst open and the 
Guards flocked in — mighty men of many foreign lands ; 
but now their iaces were wau, their eyes stared wide, 
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Only Ojlysscus wontirrcd an<l tliought on the battle to 
be, though whence tlie foe might conu* lie knew not, 
and Meriarnun sat erect in her ivory chair and looked 
down the glorious hall. 

Deeper gi*ow the si!(‘nce and deeper yet, and more 
and more the cloud of fear gathered in the hearts of 
Tiieri. Then stiddcuily thioiigh all the hall there was a 
rush like the riiHh of iniglity vving=?. The deep found- 
ations of the Palace r(»cked,and to the sight of n»cn the 
roof above S(*crned to burst asundtjr, and lo ! above 
them, against the distance of the sky, there swept a 
shape <»f Fear, and the stars shone through its raiment. 

Th(»n the roof chased in again, an«l for a rnoment'.s 
spa(‘e once more tlu're was silence, whilst men looked 
with white fac(‘S, each on each, and even the^>tout heart 
of the Wanderer stocul still. 

Then suddenly all n<ln\vn the hall, from this place 
and from that, men rosr? up and with one great cry fell 
down dead, this one across the hoaid, and that one on 
the floor. The Wanderer grasped Ids bow and counted. 
From among those who sat at meat twenty and one 
had fallen dead. Yet those who lived sat gazing 
emptily, for so stricken with fear were they that scarce 
did each one know if it was ho hinvself who lay dead 
or his brother who had sat by his side. 

But Meriarnun looked ilown the hall with cold eyes, 
for she feared neither Death nor Life, nor God nor man. 

And while she looked and while the Wanderer 
counted, there rose a faint murmuring sound from the 
city without, a sound that grew and grew, the thunder 
of myriad feet that run before the death of kings. Then 
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‘We have little need of thee to-night/ he cried, 
as he sainted the symbol of Osiris. ‘Death is near 
enough, we want not thy silent preaching. Death, 
Death is near ! * 

He fell back in his gilded chair, and lot the cup drop 
from his band, gnawing his beard. 

‘Art thou a man V .spoke Moriamnn, in a low clear 
v(jioe ; ‘arc you men, and yet afraid of what comes to 
all ? Is it only to-night that we first hear the name of 
Death? Remember the great Jren-kan-ra, remember 
old Pharnoli who built the Pyramid of Hir. He 
was just and kind, and he feared the Gods, and for his 
rew'ard they showed him Death, coming on him in six 
short years. Did ho scowl and trenible, like all of you 
to-night, who are .scared by the threats of slaves ? Nay, 
he outwitted the Ood.s he made night into day, he lived 
out twice his years, with revel and love and wine in the 
lamp-lit groves of per.sca tree.s. Come^ my guests, let 
us be merry, if it be but for an hour. Drink, and be 
brave ! ' 

‘ For once thou speakest w’ell/ said the King. 
‘Drink and forget; the Gods who give Death give 
wine,’ and his angry eyes ranged through the hall, to 
seefc^ some occasion of mirth and scorn, 

‘ Thou Wanderer ! ’ he said, suddenly. ‘ Thou 
drinkest not: I have watchc<l thee as the cups go 
round ; what, man, thou comest from the North, the 
sun of thy pale land has not heat enough to foster the 
vine. Thou seemest cold, and a drinker of water ; why 
wilt thou be cold before thine hour ? Come, pledge 
me in the red wine of-Khem. Bring forth the cup of 
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and they did my bidding. But tb^ chariot wheels 
drew heavily iu the sand, so that belbro all my host 
had entered between the waters, the Apnra had passed 
*the sea. Then of a sudden, -as la'^t of all I passed down 
into tlie path of the ocean bed, the great wind ceased, 
and as it cetiscd, lo ! the walls of water that were on 
either side of the sea path fell together with noiso like 
the noise of thunder. I turned my chariot wheels, and 
fled back, but my soldiers, my chariots, and my horses 
wore swallowed ; once more they woro seen again on the 
crest of the blade waves like a gleam of light ujxui a 
cloud, once a great cry arose to the heaven ; then all 
was done and all was still, and of my hosts I alone was 
left alive of men.’ 

So Pharaoli «poke, and a great groan rose from those 
who hearkened. Only McriatTiun spoke: 

*So shall things go with us while that False Hathor 
dwells in Khem.’ 

Now as she spoke thus, again there came a sound of 
knocking at the gates and a cry of ‘ Open — a messenger ! 
a messenger ! ' 

* Open 1 * said Mcriamun, ‘ though his tidings be 
ill, scarce can they match these 'that have been 
told.' 

^rUe gates were opened and one came through them. 
His eyes stared wide in fear, so dry was his throat with 
‘haste and with the sand, that he stood speechless before 
them all. 

'Give him wine/ cried Meriamun, and wine was 
brought. Then he drank, and he fell upon his knees 
before the Queen, for he knew not Pharaoh, 
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' Thy tidings J * she cried. Be swift with thy 
tidings.’ 

' Let the Queen pardon me/ he said. * Let her not 
be wrath. These are my tidings. A mighty host 
marches towards the city of On, a host gathered from 
all lands of the peoples of the North, from the lands of 
the Tulisha, of the Shakalishu, of the Liku, and of the 
Shairdnna. They march swiftly and raven, they lay 
the country waste, naught is left behind them save 
the smoke of burning towns, the flight of vultures, and 
the corpses of men.’ 

‘ Hast done ? ' said Meriamuii. 

^ Nay, O “Queen I A great fleet sails wdth them up 
the eastern mouth of Sihor, and in it are twelve thou- 
sand chosen warriors of the Aquaiusha, sons of those 
men who sacked Troy town.’ 

And now a great groan went up to heaven from the 
lips of those who hearkened. Only Meriamun spoke 
thus: 

'And yet the Apura are gone, for whose sake, ye 
say, came the plagues. They are fled, but the curse 
remains, and so shall things ever be with us while yon 
False Hathor dwells in Khciu/ 



CHAPTER III. 

THK UKI) OF Toil MINT. 

It was nightfall, and Pharaoh sat at meat and Moria- 
mjin sat by him. The heart of Pharaoh was very 
heavy. He rtiought of that great army which now 
washed to and fro on the waters of the Sea of Weeds, 
of whose number he alone had lived to tell the talc. 
He thought also of the host of the A[)ura, who made 
a mock of him in the desert. But most <S all he 
brooded on the tidings that the messenger had brought, 
tidings of the march of the barbarians and of the fleet 
of the Aquaiusha that sailed on tlic*castern stream of 
Sihor. All that dav he had sat in Ins council chamber, 
and sent forth inessengors cast and north and south, 
bidding them gather the mercenaries from every town 
and in ’every city, men to make war against the foe, 
for here, in bis white-walled city of Tanis, there were 
left but five thousand soldiers. And now, wearied with 
toil and war, he sat at meat, and as be sat bethought 
him of the man whom lie had left to guard the 
Queen. 
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* Wherc» then, is that great Wanderer, he who wore 
the golden harness ? ' he asked presently. 

' I have a tale to tell thee of the man,’ Meriamun 
answercul slowly, ‘a tale which I have not told because 
of all the evil tidings that beat about our ears like sand 
in a desert wind.’ 

'Tell on,’ said Pharaoh. 

Then she bent towards him, whispering in his ear. 

As she whispered, the face of Pharaoh grew black as 
the night, and ere all the tale was done he sprang to 
his feet 

* By Aincii and by Ptali ! * he cried, ‘ here at least we 
have a foe whom we may conquer. Thou and I, 
Meriamun, my sister and my queen, are set as far cQch 
from each as the sky is set from tlic ffemple top, and 
little of love is there between us. Yet I will wipe 
away this blot upon thy honour, which also is a blot 
upon my own. Sleepless shall this Wanderer lie to- 
night, and sorry sliall he go to-morrow, but to-morrow 
night ho shall sleep indeed.’ 

Thereupon he clajjpcd his hands, summoning the 
guard, and bade them pass to the dungeon where the 
Wanderer lay, and lead him thence to the place of 
punishment He bade them alsa call the tormentors 
to make ready the instruments of their craft, and await 
him in the place of punishment. 

Then he sat for awhile, drinking sullenly, till one came 
to tell him that all was prepared. Then Pharaoh rose. 

•tJomest thou with me ? * he asked. 

‘ Nay,' said Meriamun, ‘ I would not look upon the 
man again ; and this I charge thee. Go not down to 
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him this night. Let him be ‘bound ujxm the bed of 
torment, and let the tormentors give liim food and 
wine, for so he shall die more hardly. Then let them 
fight the fires at his head and at his feet and leave him 
till tlie dawn ahuie in the place of tonnent. So he 
shall die a hundred deaths ere ever his death begins.' 

‘As tliou wilt,’ answered PJinraoh. ‘Mete out thino 
own jmnishment. To-innrrow wh<*n I have slept I will 
look upon his torment/ And he siK)ko to his servants 
as she desired. 

The Wanderer lay on the bed of torment in the place 
of torment. They had taken the gag from his mouth, 
and given him food and wine as riiaraoh commanded. 
He ate and dramk and I)is strength came back to him. 
Then they made fast his fetters, lit the braziers at his 
head and foot, and left him with mocking w’drds. 

He lay upon the bed of stone and groaned in the 
bitterness of his heart. Here then was the end of hi^ 
wanderings, and this was the breast of the Gohlen Helen 
in whose arms Aphrodite had swuin tljat he sljould lie. 
Oh, that he were free again ami stood ^face to face with 
his foes, his harne.ss on liis back I Nay, it miglit not 
be, no mortal strengj-h could bu: :>t these fetters, not 
ev& the strength of Ody.'.seiis, Laeites' son. Where 
now were those Gods wliorn he liad served ? Should 
be never again hear the claiion cry of Pallas? Why 
then had he turned him from Pallas and worsliipped 
at the shrine of the false Jdalian Queen ? Thus ife%a 8 
that she kept her oaths ; thus she repaid her votary. 

So he thought in the bitterness of his heart as he 



246 


THE VVORLUS DESIRE, 


lay with closed eyes upon the bed of torment whence 
there was no escape, and groaned : * Would, Aphrodite, 
that I liad never served thee, even for one little hour, 
then had my lot gone otherwise/ • 

Npw he opened his eyes, and lo I a great glory rolled 
about the place of torment, and as he wondered at the 
glory, a voice spoke from its midst — the voice of the 
Idalian Apliroclitc r 

* Blame me not, Odysseus/ said the heavenly voice ; 
•blame mo not because thou art come to this pass. 
Thyself, son of Laertes, art to blame. What did I tell 
thee ? Was it not that thou shouldst know the Golden 
Helen by the Rod Star on her breast, the jewel whence 
fall the red drops hist, and by the Star alone ? And did 
she not tell thee, also, that thou shouldst know her by 
the Star ? Yet when one came to thee wearing no Star 
but girdled with a Snake, my >vords were all forgotten, 
thy desires led thee whither thou wouldst not go. Tliou 
wast blinded by desire and couldst hot discern the 
False from the Truev Beauty has many shapes, now it 
is that of Helen, now that of Meriamun, each sees it as 
he desires it. But the Star is yet the Star, and the 
Snake is yet the Snake, and he who, bewildered of his 
lusts, swears by the Snake when should have sworn 
by the Star, shall have the Snake for guerdon.* * 
She ceased, and the Wanderer spoke, groaning 
Jbitterly : 

♦l^haye sinned, 0 Queen !’ he said, * Is there then 
no W^iveness for my sin ? ’ 

‘Yea, there is forgiveness, Odysseus, but first there 
is punishment This is thy fate. Never now, in this 
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space of life, shalt thou be the lord of the Golden 
Helen. For thou hast sworn by the Snakq, and his 
thou art, nor inayest thou reach the Star. Yet it still 
sJiiues on. Through the mists of death it shall shine 
for thee, and when thou wakcst again, bcliold, thine 
eyes shall see it fitfully. 

‘And now, this for thy comfork Here thou shalt 
not die, nor by torment, for tliy death shall come to 
thee from the water as the do;ul seer foretold, but ere 
thou diest, once more thou shalt look upon the Golden 
Helen, and hear her wools of love and know her kiss, 
though thine she shall not be. And learn tliat a great 
host inarches upon the land (»f Ivhem, and with it sails 
a fleet of thine own people, the Acha^ans. Go do\yli 
and meet them ^jind take what comes, where the swords 
shine that smote Troy. And this fate is laid upon theo, 
that thou shalt do battle against thy own people, even 
against the sons of thorn by whose side thou dirist fight 
beneath the walls of Ilios, and in that battle thou shall 
find thy death, and in thy death, thou Wanderer, thou 
shalt find that which all men seek, tlie breast of the 
immortal Helen. For though here on earth she seems 
to live eternally, it is but the shadow’ of her beauty 
that men see — each as h*- desiro.s it In the halls of 
Deifth she dwells, and in the garden of Queen Perse- 
• phone, and there she shall bo won, for there no more is 
beauty guarded of Those that stand between men aftd 
joy, and there no more shall the S^ake seem as the 
and Sin have power to sever those that are one. NdW 
make thy heart strong, Odysseus, and so do as thy 
wisdom tells thee. Farewell ! * 
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Thus the Goddess spoke from the cloud of glory, and 
lo 1 she was gone. But the heart of the Wanderer was 
filled with joy because he knew that the Helen was not 
lost to him for ever, and he no more feared the death of 
shame. 

# * • • ♦ 


Now it was midnight, and Pharaoh slept. But 
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Meriamun the Queen slept not. She rose from her 
bed, she wrapped herself in a dark cloak that hidiier 
face, and taking a lamp in her hand, glided thiough the 
empty halls till she came to a secret stair clown which 
she passed. There w|||| a gate at the foot of the stair, 
and a guard slept by it. She pushed him with her foot. 

He awoke and sprang towards her, but she held a 
signet before his eyes, an old ring of great Queen 
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Taia, wheroon a Hathor worshipped the sun. Then he 
bowed and opened the gate. She swept on through 
many passages, dee'p into the bowels of the earth, till 
slu? came to tlio door of a little chamber where a light 
shone. Men talked in the chamber, and she listened to 
their talk. They spoke much and laughed gl(;efully. 
Then siie enteretl the doorway and looked upon them, 
They wore six in number, evil-eyed men of Ethiopia, 
ami seated in a circle. In the centre of the circle lay 
llie wnxen imag(' of a man, and they were cutting it 
witli knives and .searing it with needles of iron and 
pincers made rod-ljot, and many instruments strange 
and dreadful to look upon. For these were the tor- 
mentors. and they spokt* of those pains that to-morrow 
they should wicak upon the Wandercir, and practised 
them. 

But Moriiimun, who loved him, shivered nsslu! looked, 
oitterod thus beneath her breath : 
s I promise you, black ministers of dc^ath, that 
ill tht^ saim' fashion ye shall die ere another night be 
.sped.* 

Then she passed into the chamber, Iiolding the signet 
on higl), and tlie tormentors fell upr»n their faces before 
her majesty. She passed between them, and as she 
weift she stamped with her sandalled foot upon the 
waxen iinnge and brake it. On the furl her side of the 
chamber was another passage, and this she followed till 
she reached a door of stone tliat stood ajar. Here she 
paused awhile, for from within the chamber there came 
a sound of singing, and the voice was the Wanderer's 
voice, and tl«us he sang: 
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* Endure, my heart : not long «halt thou endure 
The ahume, the aiuart ; 

Tbe'^oor) und ill are done ; the end is sure ; 
Endure, my heart 1 

There stunt I two vessels by the golden throne 
Of ZeUH on high, 

^rom these he scatters mirth and scatters moan, 
'I'n men that die. 

And th<»u td many joys hast had thy share, 

Thy perfect mrt : 

Battle and love, and evil tilings and fair ; 
Entliire, my heart ! 

Fight one last greatest battle under shield, 
Wage that war well : 

Then sock thy IVllows in the shadowy field 
Of a'^phodel, 

There is ilie knightly Hector ; there the men 
Who fought for Troy ; 

Shall we not figlit our battles o’er again ? 

Were that not joy V 

^ Though no sun shines beyond the dusky west, 
Thy perfect part 

There slialt thou ha:w> of the unbroken rest ; 
Endure, my lieart ! ’ 


Meriamun heard and wondered at this mfo’s hardi- 
hood, and tlie greatness of his heart wild ooujd sing 
thus as ho lay upon the bed of torment;' ^Now she 
pushed the door open silently and passed in. The place 
where she stood was dreadful. It >vas shaped as a lofty 
vault, and all the walls were painted with the torments 
of those who pass down to Set after living wickedly on 
earth. In the ^alls were great* rings of bronze, -and 
chains and fetters of bronze, wherein the bones of men 
yet hung. In the centre of the vaul,t there was abed 
of stone on which the Wanderer was fastened with 
fettera He was naked, save only for a waistcloth, and 
at his head and feet burned polished braziers that gave 
light to the vault, and shone upon the instruments of 
torment. Beyond the further braziers grinned the cage 



THE BED OF TORMENT 251 

of Sekhct, that is slmped like a wornaoi aud the chains 
wherein the victim is set for the last torment by 6to, 
wore hangin<!r from the roof. 

Aferiamim passed stealthily behind the head of the 
Wanderer, who might not see her because of tho 
straitnea^ of his bonds. Yet it seemed to her tlmt ho 
beard sumowbat, for be ceastnl from singing and turned 
bis ear to hcaiken. Sho stood awhile in silence 
looking on birn she loved, who of all living men was 
the gondliosi by far. Then at length he spoke craftily : 

‘Who art thou?' ho said, ‘If thou art of the 
number of the tormentors, begin tby work. I fear thee 
not, and no groan shall thy worst torture wring from 
th«se lips of mine. But I tell thee thi.s, that ere I bo 
three days dean, the Gods shall avenge me terribly, both 
on thee an (3 tliosc who .sent thee. With fire and with 
sword they shall avenge me, for a great host gatliers 
and draws nigh, a liost of many nations gathered out of 
fdl lamls, ay,'and a fleet manned with the sons of my 
own people, of the Acliajans terrible in war. Tlicy rush 
on like ravening wulves, and the land i.s black before 
them, but the land shall be s tarn pen 1 Ted behind their 
feet. Soon they shall give this city to the flames, the 
smjke of it shall go irp to heaven, and tlio fires sliall bo 
(quenched at last in the blood of its children — ay, in thy 
blood, thou who dost look on me.* 

Hearing these words Meriamun bent forward to look 
on the face of the speaker and to see what was written 
there ; and as she moved, her cloak slipped apart, 
showing the Snake's head with the eyes of flame that 
fj^as set about her as a girdle. Fiercely they gleamed, 
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Aud the semblance of them was shown faintly on the 
polished surface of the brnsier wherein the fire burned 
at the Wanderer 8 feet. He saw it, and now ho knew 
who stood behind him. 

‘ Say, Meriamun the Queen — Pharaoh’s dishonoured 
wife/ ho said, ' say, wherefore art thou come to look 
upon thy work ? Nay, stand not beiiind me, stand 
where I may see thco. Fear not, I am stron,«;ly bound, 
nor may I lift a hand against thee.’ 

Then Meriamun, still speaking no word, hut wonder- 
ing much because he know her ere his eyes fell upon 
her, passed round the bed of torment, and throwing 
down her cloak stood before him in her dark and 
royal loveliness. 

He looked upon her beauty, then spoke again : 

‘Say, wherefore art thou come hither, Meriamun? 
Surely, with my ears I heard thco swear that I had 
wronged thee. Wouldst thou then look on him who 
wronged thee, or art thou come, perchance, to watch my 
torments, while thy slaves tear limb from limb, and 
quench yon fires with rny blood ? Oh, thou evil woman 
thou hast worked woe on mo indeed, and perchance 
canst work more woe now that I lie helpless here. But 
this I tell thee, that thy tornienU shall outnumber miine 
as the stars outnumber the earth. For here, and here- 
after, thou shalt be parched with such a thirst of love 
as never may be quenched, and in many another land, 
and in many another time, thou shalt endure thine 
agony afresh. Again, and yet again, thou shalt clasp 
and conquer ; again, and yet again, thou shalt let slip, 
and in the moment of triumph lose. By the Snake’a 
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head I swore iny troth to thee, I, who should have 
sworrj by the Star; and this I tell theo, Morianmn, that 
as the Star shall shine and bo my beacon throuj:[h the 
ftges, so ihroujrli the ages shall the Snake encircle thee 
and be thy doom/ 

' H()jM ! ' said Meriamun, ' pour no more bitter Words 
upon me, who am distraught of love, and was maddened 
by thy scorn. Wouldst tliou know then why I am 
coinc hither? For this cause I am come, to save thee 
from thy doom. Hearken, the time is short. It is 
true — though liow thou knowest it I may not guess — it 
is true that the harharians march on Khem, and witli 
them sail.s a fleet laden with the warriors of thine own 
pe ople. Tills also is tine, Pharaoh has ndairned alone : 
and all his hOst is .swallowed in the Rea of Weeds. 
And I, foolish that I am, I would save thee, Odyssems, 
tlius: I will put it in the heait of Pharaoh to jiardon 
thy great offnice, and send thee hn ward against the 
foe ; yes, I can do it. But this thou shall swear to me, 
to be true to Pharaoh, and smite the barbarian host/ 
‘That I will swear/ said the Wanderer, ‘ ay, and keep 
the oath, though it is hard to do battle on my kin. Is 
that all thy message, Meriamun ? * 

‘Not all, Odysseus. One more thing must ilnm 
swear, or if thou swearest it not, hero thou shall surely 
die. Know this, she who in Khem is named the 
Tliithor, but who perchance has other names, hath put 
thee from her because last night thou wast wed to me.' 
• It may well be so/ said the Wanderer. 

‘She hath put thee from her, and thou — thou art 
bound to me by that which cannot be undone, and by 
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an oath that may not be broken ; in whatever shape I 
walk» or by whatever name I am known among men, 
still thou art bound to me, as I am bound to thee. This 
then thou shalt swear, that thou wilt tell naught of last 
night^s tale to Pharaoh.* 

' That I swear,’ said the Wanderer. 

• Also that if Pharaoh bo gathered to Osiris, and it 
should chance that she who is named the Hathor pass 
with him to the Under-world, then that tliou, Odysseus, 
wilt weeitne, Meriamun, and he faithful to me for thy 
life days^ 

’Now the crafty Odysseus took counsel with his heart, 
and l)^th<Jiight him of the words of the Goddess. He 
saw that it was in the mind of Meriamun to slay 
Pharaoh and the Helen. But he cared nothing for 
the fate of Pharaoh, and know well that Helen might 
not be harmed, and that though she change eternally, 
wearing now this shajx^, and now that, yet she dies only 
when the race of men is dead — then to be gathered to 
the number of the Gods. This he knew also, that now 
he must go forth on his last wandering, for Death 
should come upon him from the water. Therefore he 
answered readily : 

That oath I swear also, Meriamun, and if I breal^ it 
may I perish in shame and for ever.* , 

Now Meriamun heard, and knelt beside him; looking 
upon him with eyes of love. 

'It is well, Odysseus; perchance ere long I shall 
claim tby oath. Oh, think not so ill of me : if I have 
sinned, 1 have sinned from love of thee. Long years 
ago, Odysseus, tby shadow fell upon my heart and I 
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clasped its emptiness. Now thou art come, and I, who 
pursued a shadow from sleep to sleep and dream to 
dream, saw thee a living man, and loved thco to my 
i-uin. Then trained my pride and came to win thee to 
my hearty and tlie Gods set another shape upon me — 
so thou sayest — ami in that shape, Ihe sliajm of her thou 
seekest, thou didst make me wife to thee. Perchance 
she and I arc on<\ Odysseus. At the least, not so 
readily had I forsaken thee. Oh, when thou didst 
staml in thy might holding those dogs at bay till the 
Sidonian knave out thy bowstring — * - ,, 

‘ What of him i Tell me, what of that Kurri ? lliis 
would 1 ask theOj^ Queen, tluit ho be laid wkorc I lie, 
and die the deatli to which I am doomed.’ 

‘ Gladly would I give thee the boon,’ slie answered, 

‘ but tliou asko^t too late. The False Hnthor looked 
\ipon him, and he slow himself. Now I will away — 
the niglit wanes and Pharaoh must dream dreams ere 
dawn. Faro thee well, Odysseus. Thy bed 19 hard 
to-night, but soft is the couch of kings that waits thee,* 
an<l she went forth from liini. * 

* Ay, Meriamun,' said the Wanderer, looking after 
her. ‘ Hard is my bed to-night, and soft is the couch 
of the king.s of Mqn ihat waits me in the realms 
<)f*'Queen Perseplione. But it is not thou who .shall 
share it. Hard is my bed to-night, harder shall thine 
he through all the nights of death that are to come 
when the Erinnyes work their ^ill on folk forsworn.' 



CHAPTER IV. 
pijaraoh’s dueam. 

Pharaoh slept heavily in his place, for he was 
wearied with grief and toil. But Mcriainun passed 
into the .chamber, and standing at tlic foot of the 
golden bed, lifted np her hands and by her art called 
visions down on Pharaoh, fiilse dreams through the 
Ivory Gate. So Pljaraoh dreamed, and thus his vision 
went: — 

Ho dreamed that he slept in his bed, and that the 
stiitue of Ptah, the Creator, descended from the pcilcstal 
by the temple gate and came to him, towering over 
him like a giant. Then he dreamed that he awoke, 
and prostratiiij^ himself before the God, asked the 
' meaning of his coming. Thereon the God spoke to 
him ; — 

* Mcneptah, my son, whom I love, hearken unto me. 
The Nine-bow barbarians overrun the ancient land •of 
Khem ; nine nations march up against Khem and fay 
it waste. Hearken unto me, my son, and I will give- 
thee victory. Awake, awake from sloth, and I wiH give 
thee victory.rc^ Thou shalt how down the Nine-bow 
barbarians as a countryman hews a rotting palm ; they 
shall fall, and thou shalt spoil them. But hearken 
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unto me, my son, thou ilihalt not thyself go up against 
them. Low in thy dungeon there lies a mighty chief, 
skilled in the warfare of the barbarians, a Wamleror who 
hath wandered far. Thou slialt release luni from his 
bonds and set him over thy armies, and of the sin that 
he has sinned thou slmlt take no hood. Awake, awake, 
Meneptah ; with this b av which I give thee ahalt thou 
smite the Nine-bow barbarians.' 

Then Xleriaimni lai<l the bow of Uio Wariilorer, oven 
the bla(‘k bow of Eurytus, on tlio bed beside Pharaidi, 
and passed tlicnce to her own ehainber, tiad the deceitful 
dream too passtal away. 

Early in the morning, a waiting-woinaii eaine U) tlie 
Qui en saying that Pharaoh would sp(‘ak with her. She 
went into the ante-cliamher arnl found him there, and 
in his hand was the blacdc bow of Eurytus. 

‘Dost thou know this weapon ? ' ho a ked. 

* Yea, I know it/ sIjc answered ; ‘ and thou .shouldst 
know it also, for surely it saved us fiorn tlic fury of the 
people on the night of the death of the fir.st-borri. It 
is the bow of the Wanderer, who lie^ in the place ot ' 
torment, and waits his doom because of the wrong lie 
would have wrought upon me/ 

^If he hath wronged thee, yet it is he who shall save 
Khcm from the barbarians/ said Pharaf>h. ‘ Listeji 
•now to the dream that I have dreamed,* Qod lie told 
her all the vision. 

‘It is indeed evil that he who would l^ve wrought 
such wickedness upon me should go forth honoured, 
the first of the host of Pharaoh,* quoth Meriamum 
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* Yet as the Ood hath spoken, Jet it be. Send now 
and bid them loose the man from the place of torment, 
and put his armour on him and bring him before thee/ 

So Pharaoh wont out, and the Wanderer was loosed 
from his bed of stone and clothed again in his golden 
harness, and came forth glorious to see, and stood before 
Pharaoh, But no arms were given him. Then Pharaoh 
told him all his dream, and why he caused him to be 
released from the grip of the tormentors. The Wanderer 
hearkened in silence, saying no word. 

'Now choose, thou Wanderer,’ said Pharaoh ; ' choose 
if thou wilt be borne back to the bed of torment, there 
to die beneath the hands of the tormentors, or if thou 
wilt go forth as the captain of my host to do battle with 
the Nine-bow barbarians who waste the kind of Khem. 
It seems there is little faith in thine oaths, therefore 
I ask no more oaths from thee. But this I swear, that 
if thou art false to my trust, I will yet find means to 
bring thee back to that chamber whence thou wast led 
but now.* 

Then the Wanderer spoke : — 

' Of tliat char^, Pharaoh, which is laid against me I 
will say nothing, though perchance if I stood upon my 
trial for the sin that is laid against me, I might find 
words to say. Thou askest no oath from me, and \io 
oath I swear, yet I tell thee that if thou givest me ten 
thousand soldiers and a hundred chariots, I will smite* 
these foes of thine so that they shall come no more to 
Khem, ay, ^ugli they be of my own people, yet will 
I smite them, and if I fail, then may those who go witli 
me slay me and send me down to Hades.’ 
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Thus he spoke, and as he spoke searched the hall 
with his eyes. For he desired to see Rei the Priest, 
and charge him with a message to Helen. But he 
sought him in vain, for Rei had fled, and was in hiding 
from the anger of Meriarnum 

Then Pharaoh bade his officers take the Wanderer, 
and set him in a chariot and bear Idm to the city of 
On, where Pharaoh's host was gathering. Their charge 
was to watch him night and day with uplifted swords, 
and if he so much as turned his face from the foe 
towards Tanis, then they should slay him. But when 
the host of Pliaraoh marched froift On to do battle 
on the foe, then they should give the Wanderer his 
o\in sword and the great black bow, and obey liim 
in everything.* But if he turned his back upon the 
foe, then they should slay him ; or if the host of Pharaoli 
were^ driven back by the foe, then they should slay 
him. 

The Wanderer heard, and smiled as a wolf smiles, 
but spoke no word. Thereon the great officers of 
Pharaoh took him and led him forth. They set him in 
a chariot, and with the chariot went a thousand horse- * 
men; and soon Meriamun, watching from the walls of 
Tanis, saw the longtime of desert dust that marked 
the passing of the Wanderer from the city which he 
shoul^ see no more. 

The Wanderer also looked back on Tanis with a 
heavy heart There, far away, he could see the shrine 
of Hathor gleaming like crystal above the tawny flood 
of waters. And he must go down to death, leaving no 
word for Her who sat in the shrine and deemf^d him 
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faithless and forsworn. Evil was the lot that the Gods 
had laid upon him, and bitter was his guerdon. 

His thoughts were sad enough while the chariot 
rolled toward the city of On, where the host of Pharaoh 
was gathering, and the thunder of the feet of horses 
echoed in his ears, when, as he pondered, it chanced 
that he looked up. There, on a knoll of sand before 
him, a boW'-shot from the chariot, stood a camel, and on 
the camel a man sat as though he waited the coming of 
the host. Idly the Wanderer wondered who this might 
be, and, as ho wondered, the man urged the camel 
towards the chariot, and, halting before it, cried ' Hold ! ' 
in a loud voice. 

* Who art thou ? * cried the captain of the charjot, 
‘ who dorcst cry “ hold ’’ to the host of Pliaraoh ? ' 

am one who have tidings of the barbarians,* the 
man made answer from the camel. ^ 

The Wanderer looked on liirn. He was wondrous 
little, withered and old ; moreover, his skin was black 
ns though with the heat of the sun, and his clothing 
was as a beggar’s rags, though the trappings of the 
camel were of purple leather and bossed with silver. 
Again the Wanderer looked; he knew him not, and 
yet there was that in his face which seemed familiar. 

Now tho captain of the chariot bade the driver halt 
the horses, and cried, * Draw near and tell thy tic|bgs.* 

* To none will I tell my tidings save to him who shall’ 
lead the host of Pharaoh, Let him come down from 
the chariot 4nd speak with me.* 

‘That may not be,’ said the captain, for he was 
charged that the Wanderer should have speech with none. 
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* As thou wilt/ aoswered the aged man upon the 
camel ; ‘ go then, go on to doom I tliou art not the 
first who hath turned aside a messenger from the 
Gods/ 

‘ I am minded to bid the soldiers shoot thee with 
arrows/ cried the captain in anger. 

‘ So shall my wisdom sink in the sand with my blood, 
and be lost with my breath. Shoot on, thou fool/ 

Mow the captain was perplexed, for lioin the aspect 
of the man he deemed that he was sent by the Gods. 
He looked at the Wanderer, who took but little heed, or 
so it seemed. But in his crafty heart be knew that 
thi^ was the best way speech with the man upon 

the camel. Then the cajptain took counsel with the 
capUin^of the, horsemen, and in the end they said to 
the Wanderer : 

‘ Descend from the chariot, lord, and walk twelve 
paces forward, and there hold speech with the man. 
Bat if thou go one pace further, then wo will shoot 
thee and with arrows.' And this he cried ^ 

outidiso^him who sat upon the camel. 

Tlite tl^^ man on the camel descended and walked 
twejve f>acei forward, and the Wanderer descended also 
from the chariot and walked twi Ivc paces forward, but 

%T\e who heeds little wbat he does. Now the two 
stood face to face, but out of earshot ol‘ the host, who 
w^atched them with arrows set upon the strings. 

* Greeting, Odysseus of Ithaca, son of I^aertes/ be 
said who w*is clothed in the beggar’s weeds. 

Tlie Wanderer looked upon him hard, and knew him 
through his disguise. 
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* Greeting, Rei the Priest, Cornmandcr of the IjCgiou 
of Amen, Chief of the Treasury of Amen/ 

‘ Rei the Priest | am indeed/ he answered, ‘ the rest 
I am no more, for Meriamun the Queen has stripped 
me of my wealth and ofBces, because of thee, thou 
Wanderer, and the Immortal whose love thou hast won, 
and by whom tliou hast dealt so ill. Hearken ! I 
learned by arts known to me of the dream of Pharaoh, 
and of thy sending forth to do battle with the barbar- 
ians. Then I disguised myself as thou secst, and took 
the swiftest camel in Tunis, and am come hither by 
another way to meet thee. Now I would ask thee one 
thing. How came it that thoti didst play the Immortal 
false that night? Knowest thou that she waited for 
thee tlicro by the pylon gate ? Ay, thenc 1 foijnd her 
and kJ her to the Palrice, and for that I am stripped of 
my rank and goods by Meriamun, and now the Lady of 
Roauty is returned to lier shrine, grieving bitterly for 
iliy faithlessness; though how she passed thither I 
|cnuw not/ 

‘ Methought I heard her voice as those knaves bore 
* me to my dungeon,' said the Wanderer.,,^ *And she 
deemed mo faithless ! Say, Rei, dost thoii know iho 
magic of Meriamun ? Dost thou^ know how she won 
me to herself in the shape of Argivo Helen ? ' • 

And then, in as few words as might be, he told Rei 
how he had been led away by the magic of Meriamun; 
how ho who should have sworn by the Star had sworn 
by tlie Snake. 

When Rei heard that the Wanderer had sworn by 
the Snake, he shuddered. ' Now I know all,' he said. 
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* Fear not, thou Waiulerer, not on thee shall all 
the evil fall, nor on that Immortal wluun thou dost 
love ; the Snake that beguiled tlioo shall avenge thee 
also/ 

‘ Rei/ the Wanderer said, *ono thing I charge thee. 

I know tl\at I go down to my death. Tliercfore 1 )>ray 
thee seek out her wliom thou iiauiest tlie Ifathor and 
U'\l her all the tale of how I was hi'liayed. So shall I 
die haj)[»ily. Tell her also that J crave her forgiveness 
iiu«l that I love her and her cuily/ 

‘This ] will do if I may,' Rei answered. "And now 
the soldirrs murmur and I must be gone. Listen, tlu^ 
might of the Nine-bow barbarians rolls up ilie oiLstern 
braneh of Sihor. Rut one day's mar(‘h from On the 
mountains run down to the edge of the river, and tliose 
mountains arc phueed by a rocky pa^s through which 
the foe will surely come. Set thou thy amhusli there, 
Wanderer, there at Pro.so|»is— so shalt thou smite them. 
Farup^’elk I will seek out the llallior if in any way 
I can conic at her, and tell her all. Rut of this IW 
I warn thee, the liour is big with Fati‘, ami .soon will 
spawn a mOD.stroua birth. Strange vis^ions of tlooui and 
death piussod before mine eyes as I slept last night. 
Fc^rewell 1 ’ • 

Then he went back to the camel and climbed it, and 
passing i'ouud the army vanislied swiftly in a cloud of 
du.st. 

The Wanderer aho went back to the host, wliere the 
captain^ murmured because of the halt, and mounted his 
chaiiot. But he would tell nothing of what the man 
had said to him, save that he was surely a mes.scnger 
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from the Under- world to instruct him in the waging of 
the war. 

Then the chariot and the horsemen passed on again, 
till they came to the city of On, and found the host of 
Pharaoh gathering in the great walled space that is 
before the Temple of Ra. And there they pitched 
their camp hard by the great obelisks that stand at 
the inner gate, whicli Rei the architect fashioned by 
Thebes, and the divine Rameses Miamuii set up to tlie 
glory of Ra for ever. 



CHAPTER V. 


THE VOKJE (»K THE DEAH. 

When Mi-riamun tlio.Qiu-en liad w.itcln'd tliocliariof 
«f till! Wamlerer till it was Inst iti llic dust of tiui desert, 
slio passed down from Iho Palace roof to tlio solitude' of 
her clmiiiber. 

Hero slu) 'sat in her oliainbiT till (Ik; diirltncss 
gathered, as the evil thoughts gathcnsl in her heart, 
that was rent with love of him whom she had won hut 
to lose. Tilings had gone ill with her, to little purjioso 
she ha<i sinned after such a fashion as may not lie for- 
given. Yet there w.as hope. He h.ul sworn that he 
would wed her when Pharaidi was dead, and when 
Argivc Helen had followed Pharaoh to the ►Shades.* 
Should she shrink then from the deed of blood ? Nay, 
from evil to evil she would go. She laid her hand upon 
the donblc-hcaded snake that wound her about, and 
spake into the gloom; 

‘ Osiris waits thee, Meneptah — Osiris waits thee ! 
The Shades of those who have died for thy love, Helen, 
are gathering at the gates. It shall be done. Pharaoh, 
thou diest to-night. To-morrow night, thou Goddess 
Helen, shall all thy tale be told. Man may no^t harm 
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thee indecfl, but shall fire refuse to kiss thy loveli- 
ness? Arc tliere no w(mm% hands to light thy funeral 
pile ? ' 

Then she rose, and calling her ladies, was attired in 
her most splendid rohos, and caused the uraeus croAvn to 
1x3 set upon her head, the snake circlet of power on her 
brow, the snake girdle of wisdom at her heart. And 
now she hid somewhat in hor breast, anrl passed to the 
Mnto-chaial>er, where the IViriees gathered for the feast. 

Pharaoh l«)oked up and saw her hn'elinoss. So 
glorious slic seemed in her royjil beauty that his heart 
forgot its woes, and once again lie IovimI ln*r as he had 
done in years g<‘no by, when she ('on«]U(*red him at the 
(lame of Pieces, and he had cfist his arms about her 
and she stabbed liim. 

She saw the look of love grow on Ids heavy face, and 
all her gathered liate rose in her breast, though slio 
smiled gently with her lips and spake him fair. 

They sat at the feast and Pharaoh drank. And ever 
as he drunk she smiled upon him with her dark eyes and 
sj«ikc him words of gentU'st meaning, till at length there 
was nothing lie desirecl more than that they should 
bo at one again. 

Now tlio feast was done. They sat in the ante- 
chamber, for all were gone save Meueptah and Meria- 
muu. Then lie came to lier and took her hand, looking 
into her eyes, nor dhl she say him nay. 

There was a lute lying on a golden table, and there 
too, as it ^ancod, was a board for the Game of Pieces, 
witkj&e dice, and the pieces themselves wrought in 
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Plmraoh took up the gold king from tlie board and 
toyed with it in his hand* ‘ Meriamiin/ ho i>aid, * for 
these five years wo have been apart, thou and 1. Thy 
love I have lost, as a game is lost for one false move, 
or one tlirow of the dice ; and our child is dead and 
our armies are scattereil, and the barbarians come lik<? 
flies when Sihor stirs within his banks. Love Ittily is 
left to us, Meriauiun/ 

She looked at hitn not unkindly, as if sorrow and 
wrong had softened her heart also, but she did not 
spoak. 

‘ Can dead Love waken, Merianum, and can angry 
Love forgive ? * 

Slie hail lifted the lute ainl her fingers touched list- 

* 

lessly on tho*cor(ls. 

' Nny, 1 know not,’ .she said ; * who knows ? How ditl 
Pentaur sing of Love's renew\’il. Pentaur the glorious 
minstrel of our father, Raineses Miarnun T 

He laid the gohl king on the boanl, and began list- 
lessly to cast tlie dice. He threw the ‘Hatlior' as it 
chanced, the lucky cast, two sixes, and a thought of 
better fortune came to hinn . • 

' How did the song run, Meriamun ? It is many a 
year since I heard thee sing.* 

She touched the lute lowly and sweetly, and tlion 
she sang. Her thoughts were of the Wanderer, but the 
King deemed that she thought of himself. 

0 joy of Love's renewing, 

Conld Love be bom again ; 

Relenting for tby rueing, 

And pitying my pain i 
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O joy of Lovo’b awaking, 

/ Could Love arise from sleep, 

Forgiving our forsaking 
The fields we would not reap ! 

• 

Fleet, fleet we fly, pursuing 
The Love that fled amain, 

But will he list our wooing, 

Or call we but in vain ? 

Ah ! vain is all onr wooing. 

And all our prayers are vain, 

Love listeth not our suing, 

Love will not wake again. 

*WiIl he not wake again?’ said Pharaoh. * Tf two 
praj' togetlier, will Love refuse their prayer ? * 

‘It might be so/ slie said, ‘if two prayed together; 
for if they prayed, he would have heard alreaily ' ’ 

‘ Meriamun/ said the Pharaoh eagerly, for he thought 
her heart was moved by pity and sorrow, ‘ once thou 
didst win my crown at the Pieces, wilt thou play me 
for thy love ? ' 

She thought for one moment, and then she said : 

‘ Yes, I will play thee, my Lord, but my hand has 
lost its cunning, and it may well be that Meriamun 
shall lose again, as she has lost all. Let me set the 
Pieces, and bring wine for my lord/ 

She set the Pieces, and crossing- the room, she lifted 
a great cup of wine, and put it by Pharaoh’s hand. 
But he was so intent on the game that he did not drink. 

He took the field, he moved, she replied, and so the 
game went between them, in the dark fragrant chamber 
where the lamp burned, and the Queen’d eyes shone in 
the ^ht. This way and that went the game, till she 
lost, nd he swept the board. 




‘8UVWI,V SHI: l)ia,\V AWAY» WllILK II K FOLLOWED UKIl, 
XWFVL TO FEE.’ 
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Then in iritimph he drained tlio poisoned cup of 
wine, and cried, * Pharaoh is dead ! ' 

'Pharaoh is dead !’ answered Meriainun, gazing into 
his eyes. 

* What is that look in tlnne eyes, Meriainun, what is 
that look in thine eyes?’ 

And the King grew pale as the dead, for lie had soon 
that look before — when Meriaintin slew TIataska. 

'Pharaoh is dead!' sho shiilled in the tone of 
women who wail the dirges. ' Pharaoh, groat Pharaoh 
is (lead ! Kre a man may C‘ninta hnndrcd thy ilays aro 
nmnbctod. SUaugc! but to-morrow, Menepiab, shalt 
thou sit where llataskasat, dead on the knei‘S of Deatli, 
an Osirian in the lap of the Osiris. Die, Pliaraoh, diet 
But while th(i^i diest, h«iarken. There is one I love, 
the Wanderer who leads thy hosts. His love I stole by 
aits known to me, Jintl because 1 stoUi it he would have 
shamed me, and I accused him falsely in tlie ears of 
men. But he comes again, and, so sure as thou shalt 
sit on the knees of Osiris, so surely shall he sit upon 
thy tlirone, I*haraoh. For Phara(di is dead 1 ' 

He heard. He gathered liis last strength. Ho rose 
and staggered towards her, striking at the air. Slowly 
she drew away, while^he followed her, awful to see. At 
length he stood still, he threw up his hands, and fell 
dead. . 

' Then Meriaruun drew near and looked at him 
strangely. 

' Behold the end of Pharaoh,' she said. ' That then 
was a king, upon whose breatli the lives of f)eople8 hung 
like a poised feather. Well, let him go! Eaith can 
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spare him, and Death is but the richer by a weary foo), 
’Tis done, and well done ! Would that to-morrow’s task 
were also done — and that Helen lay as Pharaoh lies. 
So — rinse the cup — and now to sleep — if sleep will come. 
Ah, where hath sleep flown of late ? To-morrow they’ll 
find him dead. Well, what of it ? So do kings ofttimes 
die. There, I will be going ; never were his eyes so 
large and so unlovely 1 ' 

Now the light of morning gathered again on all the 
^mple tops, and men rose from sleep to go about their 
labours. Meriamun watched it grow as she lay sleepless 
in her golden bed, waiting for the cry that presently 
should ring along the Palace walls. Hark ! What \vas 
that ? The sound of swinging doors, the fush of running 
feet. And now it came — long and shrill it rose. 

‘ Pharaoh is dead ! Awake ! Awake, ye sleepers ! 
Awake ! awake ! and look upon that which has come 
about. Pharaoh is dead I Pharaoh is dead ! ’ 

Then Meriamun arose, and followed by the ladies, 
rushed from her chamber. 

‘ Who dreams so evilly ? ' she said. * Who dreams 
and cries aloud in his haunted sleep?’ 

' O Queen, it is no dream/ said, one. * Pass into Uie 
ante- chamber and see. There lies Pharaoh dead, and 
with no wound upon him to tell the manner of his 
end/ 

Then Meriamun crie<l aloud with a great cry, anti 
threw her hair about her face, while tears fell from her 
dark eyes. She passed into the chamber, and there, 
fallen on his back and cold, lay Pharaoh in bis royal 
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robes. Awhile the Queen looked upon him as one 
who is dumb with grief. Then she lifted up her voice 
and cried : 

* ‘Still is the curse heavy upon Khem and the ])eopIe 
of Khem. Pharaoh lies dead ; yea, he is dead who has 
no wound, and this I say, that he is slain of the witch- 
craft of lier whom men name the Hathor. Oh, my 
Lord, my Lord ! ’ and kneeling, she laid her hand upon 
hi.s breast; ‘by this deatl heart of tlune I swear that I 
will wreak thy murder on her wlm w'rought it. Lift 
him up ! Lift up this poor clay, that \vas the first of 
kings. Clothe him in the rohes of death, and set him 
on the knees of Osiris in the Temple of O.siris. Then 
go^forth through tlie city and call out tliis, tlic Queor/a 
command; osAl it from .street to street. Tins is iho 
Queen's command, that “ every woman in Tanis who 
has lost son, or Imsband, or brother, or kin or lover, 
tlirough the witchcraft of the False Hathor, or by the 
plagues that she hath wrought on Kher»», or in the war 
with the Apura, whom she caused to fly from Khem, 
do meet me at sundown in the Temple of Osiris before 
the face of the Gotl and of dead Pharjioh's Majesty." ' 

So they took Meneptah the Osirian, and wrapping 
him in the robes of^death, bore him to the knees of 
oSris, where he .*<lioul<l sit a day and a night. And the 
messengers of Meriamun w'ent forth summoning the 
N%omen of the city to meet her at sunset in the Temple 
of Osiris. Moreover, Meriamun sent out slaves by tons 
and by twenties to the number of two thousand, bid- 
ding them gather up all the woorl that was in Tanis, 
and all the oil and the bitumen, and bundle.s of reeds 
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by hundreds sudi as are used for the thatching of 
houses, and lay them in piles and stacks in a certain 
courtyard near the Temple of Hathor. This they did, 
lind so the day wore on, while the women wailed about 
the streets because of the death of Pharaoh, 

Now it clianced that the camel of Rei the Priest fell 
down from weariness as it journeyed swiftly back to 
Tanis. But Rei sped forward on foot, and came to 
tlie gates of Tanis, sorely wearied, towards the even- 
ing of that day. When he heard the wailing of the 
women, he asked of a passer-by what new evil had 
fallen upon Khem, and learned the death of Pharaoh. 
Then Rei knew by whose hand Pharaoh was dead, iyid 
was grieved at heart, because she whom *110 had served 
and loved — Meriarnun the moon-child — was a Tnurdoreas. 
At first he was minded to go up before the Queon and 
put her to an open shame, and then take his death at 
her hands; but when he hoard that Meriarnun had 
summoned all the women of Tanis to meet her in 
the Temple of Osiris, he had another thought. Hurry- 
ing to that place where he hid ip the city, he ate and 
drank. Then he put off his beggar s rags, and robed 
himself afresh, and over all drew the garment of an 
aged crone, for this was told him, tliat no man should 
be suffered to enter the Templa No\y the day was 
dying, and already the western sky was red, and he 
hurried forth and mingled with the stream of women 
who passed towards the Temple gates. 

‘ Who then slew Pharaoh ? ’ asked one ; ‘ and why 
does the Queen summon us to meet her?' 
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‘Pharaoli is slain by the witchciaft of the False 
Hiithor/ answered another; ‘ami the Queen snnunons 
us that we may take counsel liow to bo rid of the 
Wathor.* 

‘ Tell not of the accursed Hathor/ said a third ; * my 
luisbaiul and my brother are dead at her hands, and 
inyson died in the death of the lirst-boni that she called 
down on Khom. Ali, if I could but sec her rent limb 
from limb I should seek Osiris happily/ 

‘Some tijere be,' quoth a fourth, ‘ wl 10 say tliat not 
the Hathor, but the Gods of those Apiira brought tho 
woes on Klicni, and some that Pliaraoh was slain by 
tho Queen's owm band, l)ecausc of tho love she bears to 
thi^t gioat Wanderer who caino here a while ago/ 

‘Thou fool/ linswered the first ; ‘ liow' can tin' Queen 
luve one who would have wrought outrage? on her?' 

‘Such things have been/ said tlie fourth woman; 
‘percbarjce he wrought no outrage, perchance sliu 
beguiled him as women may. Yes, jas, siich things 
have been. 1 am old, ami 1 have seen such tilings/ 
‘Yea, thou art old/ said the first. ‘Thou hast no 
child, no husband, no^fatber, no lover^ and no brother. 
Thou hast lost none who are dear to thee thnaigb the 
magic of the Ilathor. ^ Speak one more such slander on 
tin? Queen, and we will fall upon thee and tear thy 
lying tqngvie from its roots/ 

• ‘ Hush/ said tlic second woman, ‘here are tho Tmnple 
gates. By Isis tlid any ever see such a multitude of 
women, ^nd never a man to cheer tlioin, a dreary sight, 
indeed! Come, jaish on, push on, or wo shall find no 
place. Yea. thou soldier — w^e are women, all w'omen,, 
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have no fear. No need to bare our breasts, look at 
our eyes blind with weeping over the dead. Push on 1 
push on ! ’ 

So they passed by the guards and into the gates 
of the Temple, and with them went Rei unheeded. 
Already it was well-nigh filled with women. Although 
the sun was not yet dead, torches were set about to 
lighten the gloom, and by them Rei saw that the 
curtains before the Shrine were drawn. Presently the 
Temple was full to overflowing, the doors were shut 
and barred, and a voice from beyond the veil cried: 

‘ Silence ! * 

Then all the multitude of women were silent, and 
the light of the torches flared strangely upon their 
shifting upturned faces, os fires flare qver the white 
sea-foam. Now the curtains of the Shrine of Osiris 
were drawn aside slowly, and the light that burned 
upon the altar streamed out between them. It fell 
upon the foremost ranks of women, it fell upon the 
polished statue of the Osiris. On the knees of Osiris 
sat the body of Pliaraoh Meneptah, his head resting 
against the breast of the God. Pharaoh was wrapped 
about with winding clothes like the marble statue of 
the God, and in his cold hands were bound the crook, 
the sceptre, and tlie scourge, as the crook, the sceptae, 
and the scourge were placed in the hands of the effigy 
of the God. As was the statue of the God, so was the 
body of Pharaoh that sat upon his knees, and cold and 
awful was the face of Osiris, and cold and aiilul was 
the face of Meneptah the Osirian. 

At the side, and somewhat in front of the statue of 
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tl^e God, a throne was placed of blackest marble, and on 
the throne sat Meriarnim the Queen. She was j^lorious 
to look on, ^hc wore the royal robes of Khorn, tlu' 
double crown (;)f Khem fashioned of i^oKl, and wreathed 
with the uraeus snakes, was sot upon her head ; in her 
hand was the crystiil cross of Life, and between her 
mantle's purple folds gleamed tl)e eyes of her snake 
girdle. She sat awhile in silence speaking no word, 
and all tlie women wondered at her glory and at dead 
Pharaoh's awfulness. Then at length slui spoke, low 
indeed, but so clearly that every word reached the 
limits of the Temple hall. 

'Women of Tanis, hear me, the Queen. Let each 
search the face of each, and if there be any man among 
your multitude, let him be dragged forth and torn limb 
from limb, for in this matter no man may bear our 
counsels, lest following Ids madness he betray them.' 

Now every woman looked upon her neighbour, and 
she who wa.s next to Rei looked hard upon him so that 
he trembled for his life. But he crouched into the 
shadow and stared back on her boldly as though he ^ 
doubted if she were indeed a woman, and she said no 
word. When all had looked, and no man had been 
foMnd, Meriamun sp6ke again. 

‘Hearken, women of Tanis, hearken to your sister 
and your Queen. Woe upon woe is fallen on the head 
of Khem. Plague upon plague hath smitten the ancient 
land. Our iirst-bom are dead, our slaves have spoiled 
us and fled away, our hosts have been swallowed in the 
Sea of Weeds, and barbarians swarm along our shores 
like locusts. Is it not so, women of Tanis ? ' 
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'It is so, O Qiiocri/ they answered, as with one voice, 

' A strange evil hath Mien on the head of Khem. 
A false Goddess is come to dwell within the land ; 
her sorceries arc great in the land, ifonth by month 
men go up to look upon her deadly beauty, and month 
by month they are slain of her sorceries. She takes 
the imsband from his marriage bed ; she draws the 
lover from her who waits to be a bride; the slave flies 
to her from the household of his lord ; tlie priests flock 
to her from the altars of the Gods — ay, the very priests 
of Isis flock forsworn from tlie altars of Isis. All look 
upon her witch-beauty, and to each she shows an 
altered loveliness, and to all she gives one guerdon — 
Death I Is it not so, women of Tanis ? * 

' Alas ! alas I it is so, O Queen/ answei*e<l the women, 
as with one voice. 

* Woes are fallen on you and Khem, my sisters, but 
on me most of all are woes fallen. My people have 
been slain, my land — the land I love — has been laid 
waste with plagues; my child, the only one, is dead in 
the great death; hands have been laid on me, the 
Queen of Khem. Think on it, ye who are women! 
!ily slaves arc fled, my armies have been swallowed in 
the sea ; and last, O my sisters, ncy consort, my beloved 
lord, mighty Pharaoh, son of great Rameses Miainun, 
hath been taken from me 1 Look 1 look ! ye who are 
wives, look on him who was your King and my most 
beloved lord. There he sits, and all my tears and all 
my prayers may not summon one single answering sigh 
from that stiUed heart The curse hath fallen on him 
also, lie too hath been smitten silently with everlast* 
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mg silence. Look I look I ye who arc wives, and wcoj» 
with me, ye who are left widowed/ 

Now the women looked, and a great groan wont \i\) 
from all that multitude, while Mcriannin liid her face 
with the hollow of her hand. Then again she spoke, 

‘ I liavo besought the Oods, my sisti*rs ; I have dareil 
to (.all dow’n the majesty of the Gods, who speak through 
the lips of the dead, and I liave learnt wlicjieo these 
woes come. Ainl tliis I have won by my prayers, that 
ye who .sufier as 1 sntba* shall learn whence tliey come, 
not from my mortal lips, indeed, but from the lijjs of the 
dead that speak with the voice of the Gods/ 

Then, while the women trembled, she turniMl to tbe 
bo^ly of Pharaoli, which wim set upo?) the knees of 
Osiris, and spoke to it. 

‘Dead Pliaraoli ! great Osirian, ruling in tlxj Under- 
world, hearken to me now I Hearken to me now, thou 
Osiris, Lord of the West, first of the hosts of Death. 
Hearken to me, Osiris, and be manife.st through the Iij»s 
oi him who was great on caitli. Speak through liis 
cold lips, spi-ak with nioital accents, that these ])eople 
may hear and understand. 15y the spirit tliat is in ini*, • 
wlioam yet a dweller on the earth, I chaige thee speak. 
Who is the source of Uio woes of Khcm ? Say, Lord of 
tlie dead, who arc the living evermore.' 

Now the flame on the altar died away, and drea^lful 
silence fell upon the Temple, gloom fell upon tlie Shrine, 
and tiirougli the gloom the golden crown of Meriamun, 
and the coM statue of the O.siiis, and the white face of 
deail Monej)tah gleamed faint and ghuat-like. 

Then suddenly the flame of the altar flared as flaies 
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the summer lightning. It flared full on the face of the 
dead^ and lo I the lips of the dead moved, and from 
them cnme the sound of mortal speech. They spake 
in awful accents, and thus they spoke : 

* She who was the curse of Achccans, she who was the 
doom of Ilios ; she who sits in the Temple of Hathor, the 
Fate of Man, who may not he harmed of Man, she calls 
dmon the %01'ath (f the Gods on Khem, It is spoken ! ' 

The echo of the awful Avords died away iu the silence. 
Then fear took hold of the multitude of women because 
of the words of the Dead, and some fell upon their 
faces, and some covered their eyes with their hands. 

* Arise, my sisters 1* cried the voice of Meriamun. 
* Ye liave lieard not from ray lips, but fiom the lips of 
the dead. Arise, and let us forth to the Temple of 
the Hathor. Ye have heard who is the fountain of our 
woes; let us forth and s^al it at its source for ever. Of 
men she may not be harmed who is the fate of men, 
from men we ask no help, for all men are her slaves, 
and for her beauty’s sake all men forsake us. But we 
will play the part of men. Our woman's milk shall 
freeze within our breasts, we will dip our tender hands 
in blood, ay, scourged by a thousand wrongs we will 
forget our gentleness, and tear this foul fairness from 
its home. We will burn the Hatliors Shrine witli 
lire, her priests shall perish at the altar, and the beauty 
of the false Goddess shall melt like wax in the furnace 
of our hate. Say, will ye follow me, my sisters, and 
wreak our shames upon the Shameful One, our woes 
iiIK)n the Spring of Woe, our dead upon their 
murderess ? ' 
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She ceased, and then from every woman’s throat 
within the great Temple there went up a cry of rage, 
tierce and shrill. 

. ‘ We will, Meriamun, we will 1 ’ they screamed. ‘ To 
the Hathor I Lead us to the Hathor’s Shrine ! Bring 
fire I Bring fire 1 Lead us to the Hathor’s Shrine !’ 



CHAPTER VI. 

TJIK imUNING OF THK SHIIINE. 

Rei the Priest saw anJ hearJ. Then tuniiDg, ho 
stole away through the rnaxldened throng of women and 
Hcd with wliat speed he might from tlic Temple. His 
heart was filled witli fear and shame, for lie knew full 
well that Pharaoh was dead, not at the hand of Hathor, 
but at the hand of Meriamun the Queen, whom he liKd 
loved. He knew well that dead Meneptah spake not 
with the voice of the dread Gods, but with the voice of 
the magic of Meriamun, who, of all women that have 
been since the days of Taia, was the most skilled in 
(‘.vil magic, the lore of the Snake. He knew also that 
Meriamun would slay Helen for the same cause where- 
fore she had slain Fhaiaoh, that she might win the 
Wanderer to her arms. While Helen lived he was not 
to be won away. ^ 

Now llei was a righteous fnan, loving the Gods ami 
good, and hating evil, and his heart burned because of 
the wickedness of the woman that once he cherished. 
This he swore that he would do, if time was left to 
liim. He would warn the Helen so that she might fly 
the Are if so she willed, ay, and would tell her all the 
wickedness of Meriamun her foe. 
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His old feet stumbled over each other as ho fled till 
lie came to the gates of the Temple of the Hathor, and 
knocked upon the gates, 

‘What Avoiildst thou, old crone?* asked the priest 
who sat in the gates. 

‘ I would bo led to the presence of the* Hathor/ he 
answered. 

‘No woman hath pa.ssed up to look upon th(’. 
Hathor,* said the priest. ‘That women do not seek.* 

Then liei made a secret sign, and wondering greatly 
that a woimin .should have the inner wisdom, the priest 
let him [ms.s. 

Ho oaino to the .sin/oml gates. 

‘ Wliat wouldst thou ?* said the prie.>t who sat in the 
gates. • 

‘I would go up into the pre.si'mr of the Hathor.* 

‘No W()mau hath willed to look upon the Hathor,* 
said the priest. 

Then again llei made*, the setaet .sign, but still the 
priest wavered. 

‘Let me jias.s, thou fouli>h warden,' ^aid Ihd. ‘ I am a 
messenger from the Gods/ 

‘If thou art a inuital messeiig' r, woman, thou goest 
to thy doom/ f>aid th^* priest.' 

^On my head bo it/ answered Ih i, ami the pric.st let 
him pass wondering. 

* Now he stoo<l before the <looi.s of the Alabash r 
iShrinc that glowed with the light within. Still Rei 
paused not, only uttering a prayer that he might bo 
saved from tlie unseen .swords; ho lifted the latch of 
bronze, and entered fearfully. But none fell iijxin him, 
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nor was he smitten of invisible spears. Before him 
' swung the curtains of Tyrian web, but no sound of 
singing came from behind the curtains. All was 
silence in the Shrine. He passed between the curtains 
and looked up the Sanctuary. It was lit with many 
hanging lamps, and by their light he saw the Goddess 
Helen, seated between the pillars of her loom. But 
she wove no niore at the loom. The web of fate was 
rent by the Wanderer’s hands, and lay on cither side, a 
sliining cloth of gold. The Goddess Helen sat songless 
in her lonely Shrine, and on her breast gleamed the Red 
Star of light that wept the blood of men. Her head 
rested on her hand, and her heavenly eyes of blue 
gfized emptily down the empty Shrine. 

Rei drew near trembling, though she §eemed to see 
him not at alt, and at last flung himself upon the earth 
before her. Now at length she saw him, and spoke in 
her voice of mt|0c. 

‘Who art thou that dares to break in upon my 
sorrow ? ' she said wondcringly. ‘ Art thou indeed a 
woman come to look on one who by the will of the 
• Oods is each woman’s deadliest foe?’ 

Then Rei raised himself, saying : 

*No woman am I, immortal Ledy. I am Rei, that 
aged priest who met thee two nights gone by the 
pylon gates, and led thee to the Palace of Pharaoh. 
And I havo dared to seek thy Shrine to tall thee, 
that thou art in danger at the hands of Meriainun 
the Queen, and also to give thee a certain message 
with which I am charged by him who is named the 
Wanderer.' 
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Now Helen looked upon him wonderingly and 
spoke : 

* Didst tliou not but now name me immortal, Roi ? 
How then can I be in danger, who am immortal, and 
not to be harmed of men ? Deftth hath no part in me. 
Speak not to me of dangers, wlio, alas ! can never die 
till everything is done ; but tell me of that faithless 
Wanderer, whom I must love with all the womanhood 
that shuts my spirit in, and all my spirit that is clothed 

womanhood. For, Rei, the Gods, wdtliholding Death, 
have in their wrath cursed me with love to t-orment my 
death Icssness. Oh, when I saw him standing where 
now thou standest, my soul knew its other part, and I 
learned that the curse I give to others Imd fallen on 
myself and him.' 

*Yet was this Wanderer not altogether faithless to 
tliee, Lady,' said Rei. ' Listen, ami I will tell thee all.' 

‘ Speak on,' she .said. ‘ Oh, speak, and speak swiftly.' 

Then Roi told Hehoi all that tale which the 
Wanderer had cliarged him to deliver in her ear, arid 
keep no vrord back. He told her how Meriamun had 
beguiled Kperitus in Iut shape; how he had falleru 
in the snare and sworn by the Snake, he who sliould 
have sworn by the Star. He told her how tire Wan- 
derer bad learned the truth, and learning it, had ( iirscd 
the wij^ch who wronged him ; how he had be en over- 
.conje Hly the guard.s and borne to the bed of Ujrment; 
how^ he had been freed by the craft of Meriamun ; and 
how he had gone forth to lead the host of Khem, All 
this he told her swiftly, hiding naught, while she 
listened with eager ears. 
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‘ Truly/ she said, when all was told, ' truly thou art a 
happy messenger. Now I forgive him all. Yet has he 
sworn by the Siuikc who should have sworn by the 
Star, and because of his fault never in this space of 
life shall Helen call him Lord. Yet will we follow him, 
Rei. Hark ! what is that ? Again it ponies, that long 
shrill cry as of ghosts broke loose from tiades.* 

'It is the Queen,' quotli Rei ; ' the Queen who with 
all the women of Tanis comes hither to burn thee 
in thy Shrine. She hath^ slain Pharaoh, and now she 
would slay thee also, and so win the Wanderer to her 
arms. Fly, Lady ! Fly ! ' 

‘ Nay, I fly not,' said Helen. * Let her come. Rut 
do thou, Rei, pass through the Temple gates and 
mingle with the crowd. There thou slitilt await my 
coming, and when I come, draw neaiv fearing nothing; 
and together we will pass down the path of the Wan- 
derer in such fttshion as I shall show thee. Go I go 
swiftly, and bid those who minister to me pass out with 
thee.* 

Then Rei turned and fled. Without the doors of the 
•Shrine many priests were gathered. 

‘ Fly I the women of Tanis are upon you ! ' he cried. 

* 1 charge ye to fly I' 

'This old crone is mad/ quoth one. 'We w'atch 
the Hathor, and, come all the women of the wwld, we 
fly not’ 

' Ye are mad indeed/ stvid Rei, and sped on. 

He passed the gates, the gates clashed behind him. 
He won the outer space, aud hiding in the shadows of 
the Temple widls, looked forth. The night was dai k, but 
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from every gi<le a thousand lights poured do^vn towards 
the Shrine. On tlioy came like lanterns on the waters 
of Silior at tlie night of the feast of lanterns. Now he 
could sec tlioir host. It was the host of the women of 
Tanis, and every woman bore a lighted toich. They 
came by tens, by hundreds, and by thousands, and before 
them was ^leriamun, seated in a golden chariot, and 
Avith tliem were asses, oxen, and camels, laden with 
bitumen, wood, and reeds. Now they gained the gates, 
and now they crashed them in with battering trees of 
palm. The gales fell, the women poured through 
them. At tlieir liead went Mcriainun the Queen. 
Jiidding certain of them stay by her chariot she passed 
through, and standing at the inner gates called aloud 
to the priosts*to throw them wide. 

* Who art thou Avho darest come up Avitli fire against 
the holy Temple of the Hathor ? ' asked the guardian 
of the gates. 

'I am Murioinun, <ho Qiumju of Kluni/shc answered, 
‘come witlj the women of Tanis to slay the Witch 
thou guardest. Throw tlie gates wide, or die with the 
Witch/ 

‘ If indeed tlmu art the Queen,’ ansAvered the prie.st, 
'here there sits a giii^ater Queen tlian thou. Go back ! 
Go back, Meriamun, wlio art not afraid to offer violence 
to tlie^|tnmortal Gods. Go back ! lest the curse smite 
thee.^ 

‘Draw on! draw on I ye women,' cried Meriamun; 
‘draw on, smite down tlic gates, and tear these wicked 
ones limb from limb/ 

Then the women screamed aloud and battered on the 
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gates with trees, so that tfiey fell. They fell and the 
women rushed in madly. They seized the priests of 
Hathor and tore them limb li^m limb as dogs tear a 
wolf. Now the Shrine stood before them. 

‘ Touch not the doors,' cried Meriamun. ‘ Bring fire 
and burn the Shrine with her who dwells therein. 
Touch not the doors, look not in the Witch’s face, but 
burn her where she is with fire.' 

Then the women brought the reeds and the wood, 

^ and piled them around the Shrine to twice the height 
of a man. They brought ladders also, and piled the 
fuel upon the roof of the Shrine till all was covered. 
And they poured pitch over the fuel, and then at the 
word of Meriamun they cast torcbfes' on the pitch and 
drew back screaming. For a momenti the torches 
smouldered, then suddenly on every 6ide great tongues 
of flame leapt up to heaven. Now the Shrine was 
wrapped in fire, and yet they cast fuel on it till none 
might draw near because of the heat. Now it burned 
as a furnace bums, and now the fire reached the fuel on 
the roof. It caught, and the Shrine was but a sheet of 
raging flame that lit the white-wallcd city, and the 
broad face of the waters, as the suu lights the lands. 
The afeibaster walls of the Shrine turned whiter jet 
with heat : they cracked and split till the falsie 
tottered to its fall. iife’ * ' 

‘ Now there is surely an end pf Witch,*' cried 
Meriamun, and the women screamed an answer to- 
her. 

But even as th^ screamed a great tongue of flame 
shot out through tho: molten doors, ten fathoms lei^th 
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and more, it sliot like a spear of 6re. Full in its path 
stood a group of the burners. It struck them, it licked 
them up, and lo ! they fell in blackened heaps upon the 
ground. 

Rei looked down the path of the flame. There, in 
the doorway whence it had issued, stood the Golden 
Helm, wrapped round with fire, and the molten metal 
of the doors crept about her feet. There she .stood in 
the heart of the fire, but there was no stain of fire on 
her, nor on her white robes, nor on her streaming liair ; 
and even through the glow of the furnace he saw the 
light of the Red Star at her breast. The llamo licked 
her form and face, it wrapped itself around her, and 
curled through the masses of her hair. Rut still slie 
stood unharmed, while the burners sin ank back amazed, 
all save Mcriamun the Queen. And as she stood she 
sang wild and sweet, and the sound of her singing came 
through the roar of the flames and reached the ears of the 
women, who, forgetting their rage, clung to one another 
in fear. Thus she sang — of that Beauty which men 
seek in all women, and never find, and of the eternal 
war for her sake between the women and the men, 
which is the great war of the world. And thus 
her song ended : 

* Will ye bring flume tf> burn my Sbriiie 
Who am myself a flauio, 

Bring death Ui Uirne this charm of mine 
That death can never tame ? 

Will ye bring fire to harm my head 
Who am myself a fire, 

Bring vengeance for your Lovers dead 
Upon the World^s D*»«»re 1 
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Kay, women while the earth endnres, 

Your loves are not your own. 

They love you not, these loves of yours, 
ifeZen they love alone ! 

My face they seek in every face, 

Mine eyes in yours they see, 

They do but kneel to you a space, 

And rise and follow me / ’ 

Then, still singing, she stepped forward from the 
Shrine, and as she went the walls fell in, and the roof 
crashed down upon the ruin and the flames shot into the 
very sky. Helen heeded it not. She looked not back, 
but out to the gates beyond. She glanced not at the 
fierce blackened faces of the women, nor on the face of 
Meriamun, who stood before her, but slowly passed 
towards the gates. Nor did she go alone^ for with her 
came a canopy of fire, hedging her round with flame 
that burned from nothing. The women saw the 
wonder and fell down in their fear, covering their eyes. 
Meriamun alone fell not, but she too must cover her 
eyes because of the glory of Helen and the fierceness of 
the flame that wrapped her round. 

» Now Helen ceased singing, but moved slowly through 
the courts till she came to the outer gates. Here by 
the gates was the chariot of Meriamun. Then Helen 
called aloud, and the Queen, who followed, heard Ler 
words ; 

' Rei,* she cried, * draw nigh and have no fear. Draw 
nigh that I may pass with thee down that path the 
Wanderer treads. Draw nigh, and let us swiftly hence, 
for the hero’s last battle is at hand, and I would greet 
him ere he die.’ 
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Rei heard her and drew near trembling, tearing from 
him the woman’s weeds he wore, and showing the 
priest’s garb beneath. And as he came the fire that 
wrapped her glory round left her, and passed upward 
like a cloak of flatne. She stretched out her liand to 
him, saying : 

‘ Lead me to yonder chariot, Kei, and let us lienee.’ 

Then he led her to the chariot, while those who stood 
by fled in fear. She mounted the chariot, and ho 
set himself beside her. Then he grasped the reins 
and called to the horses, and they bounded forward 
and were lost in the night. 

But Merianmn cried in her wrath : 

,‘The Witch is gone, gone with my own servant whom 
she hath led rrstray. Bring chariots, and let horsemen 
come with the chariots, for where she passes there I will 
follow, ay, to the end of the world and the coast of 
Deutli,* 



CHAPTER VIL 

THE LAST FIOHT OF ODYSSEUS, LAERTES* SON. 

Now the host of Pliaraoh marched forth fioin On, to 
do battle with the Nine-bow barbarians. And before 
the host marched, the Captains came to the Wanderer, 
according to the command of Pharaoh, and placing tlvjir 
hands in his, swore to do his bidding on the inarch and 
in the battle. They brought him the great black bow 
of Eurytus, and his keen sword of bronze, Euryalus* gift, 
and many a sheaf of arrows, and his heart rejoiced when 
he saw the goodly weapons. He took the bow and 
tried it, and as he drew the string, once again and for 
the last time it sang shrilly of death to be. The 
Captains heard the Song of the Bow, though what it 
said the Wanderer knew alone, for to their ears it ciime 
but as a faint, keen cry, like the cry of one who drowns 
in the water far from the kindly earth. But they mar- 
velled much at the wonder, and said one to another 
that this man was no mortal, but a God come from the 
Under-world. 

Then the Wiuiderer mounted the chariot of bronze 
that had been made ready for him, and gave the woid 
to march. 
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All night the host marched swiftly, and at dny« 
break they camped beneath the shelter of a long, low 
hill. But at the sunrise the Wanderer left the host, 
climbed the hill with certain of the Captains, and looked 
forth. Before him was a great pass in the mountains, 
ten furlongs or more in length, and through it ran the 
road. The sides of the mountain sloped down to the 
road, and were strewn with rocks split by the sun, 
polished by the sand, and covered over with bussh ttint 
grew sparsely, like tlic hair on the limbs of a man. To 
the left of tlie mountains lay the river Sihor, but none 
might pass between the mountain and the river. The 
Wanderer descended fiom the hill, and wlulo the soldiers 
at43, drove swiftly in his chariot to the further end of 
the pass and Jookod forth again. Here the river curved 
to the left, leaving a wide plain, and on the plain he 
saw the host of the Nine-bow barbarians, the mightiest 
host that ever his eyes had looked upon. They were 
encamped by nations, and of each nation there were 
twenty thousand men, and beyond the glittering camp 
of the barbarians ho saw the curved ships of the 
Achceans. They were drawn up on the beach of the * 
great river, as many a year ago he had seen them drawn 
up on the shore that is by Ilios. He looked uj>oii plain 
liud pass, on mountain and river, and measured the 
number of the foe. Then his heart was filled with 
*the lust of battle, and bis warlike cunning awoke. For 
of all leaders of men ho was the most skilled in the 
craft of battle, and he desired that this, his last war, 
should be the greatest war of all. 

Turning his horses’ heads, be galloped back to the 
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host of Pharaoh and mustered thciii in battle array. It 
was but a little number as against the number of the 
barbarians — twelve thousand spearmen, nine thousand 
archers, two thousand horsemen, and three hundred 
chariots. The Wanderer passed up and down their 
ranks, bidding them be of good courage, for this day 
they should sweep the barbarians from the land. 

As he spoke a hawk flew down from the right, and 
fell on a heron, and slew it in mid-air. The host 
shouted, for the hawk is the Holy Bird of Rn, and the 
Wanderer, too, rejoiced in the omen. ‘ Look, men,* he 
cried ; * the Bird of Ra has slain the wandering thief 
from the waters. And so shall ye smite the spoilers 
ffom the sea.* „ 

Tlien he held counsel with Captains, and certain 
trusty men were sent out to the camp of the barbarians. 
And they were charged to give an ill report of the host 
of Pharaoh, and to say that such of it as remained 
awaited the barbarian onset behind the shelter of the 
hill on the further side of the pass. 

Then the Wanderer summoned the Captains of the 
archers, and bade them hide all their force among the 
rocks and thorns on either side of the mountain pass, 
and there to wait till he drew the hosts of the foe into 
the pass. And with the archers he sent a parti of the 
spearmen, but the chariots he hid beneath the shelter 
of the hill on the hither side of the pass. 

Now, when the ambush was set, and all wei^e gone 
save the horsemen only, his spies came in and told him 
that the host of the barbarians marched from their 
camp, bufti^that the Achseans marched not, but stopped 
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by the river to guard the camp and ships. Then the 
Wanderer bade the horsemen ride thougli the pass and 
btarid in the plain beyond* and tlicre await the foe. 
But when the liosts of the barbarians cliarged them, 
tliey must reel before the charge, and at length lly 
lieadlong down the pass as though in fear. And he 
himself would lead the fliglit in his chariot, and where 
he led there they should follow. 

So the horsemen ro<lc through the pass and formed 
their sipindrons on the plain beyond. Now the foe 
drew nigh, and a glorious sight it was to see the mid- 
day sun s])arkling 011 their countless spears. Of horse- 
men tliey had no groat number, but there were many 
cjiariots and swordsmen, and spearmen, and sHngers 
beyond coniWi. They came on by nations, and in the 
centre of the host of each nation sat the king of the 
nation in a glorious chariot, with girls and eunuchs, 
holding bins to fan him with and awnings of silk to 
hide him from the sun. 

Now the Wanderer hung hick behind the squadrons 
of horsemen as though in fear. But presently he sent 
messengers bidding the Captains of the squadrons to* 
charge the first nation, and fight for a while but feebly, 
and then when they^saw him turn his horses and gallop^ 
tfirough the pass, to follow after him as though in 
doubt^ but in such fashion as to draw the foe upon 
their heels. 

This the Captains of the mercenaries did. Once 
they charged and were beaten back, then they charged 
again, but the men made as though they feaied the 
onset. Now the foe came hard after them, and the 
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Wanderer turned his chariot and fled through thcT pass, 
followed slowly by the horsemen. And when the hosts 
of the barbarians saw them turn, they set up a mighty 
shout of laughter that rent the skies, and charged after 
them. 

But the Wanderer looked back and lauglied also. 
Now he was through the pass followed by the horse- 
men* and after them swept the hosts of the barbarians, 
like a river that has burst its banks. Still the Wan- 
derer held his hand till the whole pass was choked with 
the thousands of the foe, ay, until the half of the first 
of the nations had passed into the narrow plain that 
lay between tlie hill and the mouth of the pass. Then, 
driving apace up the hill, he stood in his chariot ai^d 
gave the signal. Lifting his golden shield on high he 
flashed it thrice, and all the horsemen shouted aloud. 
At the first flash, behold, from behind every rock and 
bush of the mount^ain sides arose the helms of armed 
men. At the second flash there came a rattling sound 
of shaken quivers, and at the third flasli of the golden 
shield, the air was darkened with the flight of arrows. 

' As the sea-birds on a lonely isle awake at the cry of 
the sailor, and wheel by, thousands from their lofty cliffs, 
so at the third flash of the Wanderer s shield the arrows 
of his hidden host rushed downward on the foe, rattlibg 
like hail upon their hfirness.^^ For awhile they kept 
their ranks, and pressed on over the bodies of those 
that fell But soon the horses in the chariots, maddened 
with wounds, plunged this way and thixt breaking their 
companies and trampling the soldiers oown. Now some 
strove to fly forward, and some were fain to fly back, 
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and many an empty chariot was dragged this way and 
tliat, but ever the pitiless rain hf shafts pouieili down, 
and men fell by thousands beneath the gale of deatli. 
Now the mighty host of the Nine-bows rolled back, 
thinned and shattered, towards the plain, and now the 
Wanderer cried the wonl of onset to tlie horsemen and 
to the chariots that drew from behind the shelter of the 
hill, and following after him they charged down upon 
those barbarians who had passed the ambush, singing 
tlie song of Pontaur as they charged. Among those 
nigh the mouth of the pass was the king of the nation 
of the Libu, a groat man, black and terrible to see. 
The Wanderer drew his bow, the arrow rushed forth 
apd pierced the king, and he foil dead in his chariot. 
Then those «!»f his host wlio had passed the airibiish 
turned to fly, but the chariot of tlio Wanderer dashed 
into them, and after the chariot came the horsemen, 
and after the liorsemen the chariots of Pharaoh. 

Now all who were left of the broken host rolled back, 
Tuad with fear, while Uhj spearmen of Pharaoh galled 
them as huntets gall a flying bull, and the horsemen 
of Pliaraoh trampled them beneath tlieir feet. Red# 
slaughter raged all down the pass, helms, banners, 
arrow-poip^ts shone ^nd fell in tlie stre un of the tide 
oT war, but at length the stony way was clenr save for 
the dead alone. Beyond the pass the plain was black 
with flying men, and the fragments of the broken 
nations were mixed together as clay and sand are 
mixed of the potter. Where now were the hosts of 
the Nine-bow barbarians? Where now were their 
glory and their pride ? 
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The Wanderer gathered his footmen and his chariots 
and set them in array again, but the horsemen lie sent 
out to amito the flying nations and wait his coming by 
the camp; for there were mustering those wlio were 
left of the nations, perchance twenty ttlousand men, 
and before their ships were ranged the dense ranks of 
the Achfleans, shield to shield, every man in his place. 

The Wanderer led Ins host slowly across the sandy 
plain, till at length he halted it two bow-shots from the 
camp of the barbarians. The camp was slmpcd like a 
bow, and the liver Sihov formed its stiing, and round 
it was a deep ditch, and beyond the ditch a wall of clay. 
Moreover, within the camp and nearer to the shore 
there was a second ditch and wall, and behind it w^e 
the beaks of the ships and the host of A^miiusha, even 
of liis own dear peojile the Achmans. There were the 
old blazons, and the spears that had fought below Troy 
town. There were the two lions of Mycenae, the Cen- 
taur of the .son of Polypaotas, son of Pirithous; there 
were the Swan of Lacodannon, and the Bull of the 
Kings of Crete, the Rose of Rhodes, the Serpent of 
•Athens, and many another knightly bearing of old 
friends and kindred dear. And now they were the 
blazons of focraen, and the Wanderer wayed for a 
strange king, and for his own hand, beneath the win^ 
of the Hawk of the Legion of Ra. 

The Wanderer sent heralds foward, calling to those' 
barbarians who swarmed behind the wall to surrender 
to the host of Pharaoh, but this, befi^ entrenched by 
the river Sihor, they would in nowise do. For they 
were mad because of their slaughtered thousands, and 
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moreover they knew that it is better to die than to live 
as slaves. This they saw also^ that their host was still 
as strong as the host of Pharaoh, which was without tho 
wall, and weary witli the heat and stress of battle and 
tho toil of marching through tlie desert sands. Now 
the Captains of the host of Pharaoh came to the 
Wanderer, praying him that he would do no more battle 
on that day, because the men were weary, and tho 
horses neigliod for food and water. 

But he answered them : * I swore to Pliaraoh that 
I would utterly smite the pcojde of the Niiui-bovvs and 
drive them <lown to death, so that tlie coasts of Kliem 
may free of them. Here I may not camp tho host, 
without food or pastuni for tho lior.ses, and if 1 go back, 
the foe will gather heart and come on, and with them 
the fleet of the Aeluean.s, and no more shall wo lure 
them into ambush, for therein they have learned a 
Ic.sHon. Nay, get yo\i to your compaui»‘S. 1 will go up 
against the camp.* 

Then they bowed and went, for having seen his deeds 
and his skill and craft in war, they held him the lirst of 
Captains, and dared not say him nay. 

So the Wanderer divided his host into three parts, 
set it in prder of bjittle, and moved up against the 
cafcip. But he himself went with the centre part 
against tho gate of the camp, for here there was an 
earthen way for chariots, if but the great gates might 
be passed. And at a word the threefold host ru.she(J on 
to the charge. those within the walls shot them 

with spears and arrows, so that many were slain, and 
they were rolled back from the wall as a wave is rolled 
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from the cliff. Again the Wanderer bade them charge 
on the right and left, bearing the dead before them as 
shields, and hurling corpses into the ditch to iill it. 
But he himself hung back awhile with the middle army, 
watching how the battle went, and waiting till the foe 
at the gate should be drawn away. 

Now the mercenaries of Pharaoh forced a passage on 
the right, and thither went many of the barbarians who 
watched the gate, tliat they might drive them back. 

Then the Wanderer bade men take out the |>oles of 
chariots and follow him and beat down the gates with 
the poles. This with much toil and loss they did, for 
the archers poured their arrows on the assailants of the 
gate. Now at length the gates were down, and tjie 
Wanderer rushed througjh them with his»cliariot. But 
even as he passed the mercenaries of Pharaoh w^ere 
driven out from the camp on the right, and those who 
led the left attack fled also. Tlie soldiers who should 
have followed the Wanderer saw and wavered a little 
moment, and while they wavered the companies of the 
barbarians poiiied into the gateway and held it so that 
• none might pass. Now tlio Wanderer was left alone 
within the camp, and back he might not go. But fear 
came not nigh him, nay, the joj of battle filled his 
mighty heart. He cast his shield upon the brazen fldbr 
of the cliariot, and cried aloud to the charioteer, as he 
loosened tlie long gray shafts in his quiver. 

‘ Drive to, thou charioteer ! Drive on ! The jackals 
leave the lion in the toils. Drive on ! Drive on ! and 
win a glorious death, for thus should Odysseus die.’ 

So the charioteer, praying to his Gods, lashed the 
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horses with his scourge, and they sprang forward madly 
among the foe. And as they rushed, the great bow 
lang and sang the swallow string — i*ung the bow and 
sung the string, and the lean shaft drank the blood of a 
leader of men. Again the string sang, again the shaft 
sped fortli, ami a barbarian king fell from his chariot 
as a diver plunges into the sea, and his teeth bit the 
sand. 

‘Dive deep, tliou soa-thiofr cried the Wanderer, 

' thou mayest find treasures there ! Drive on, thou 
rharioteer, so should lions die while jackals watch.’ 

Now the barbarians looked on the Wanderer and 
were amazed. For ever his chariot rushed to and fro, 
across the mustering ground of the camp, and ever his 
gray shafts c^ried death befoxe them, and ever the 
foerneii’s arrows fell blunted from liis golden harness. 
They looked on Inin amazed, tliey cried aloud that this 
was tlic God of War cornc down to do battle for Khem, 
tliat it was Sutek the Splendid, that it was Baal in his 
strength ; they fled amain before his glory and lii.s 
might. For the Wanderer raged among ^’icm like 
great llamesos Miamiin among the tribes of the Khita; 
like Monthu, the Lord of Btittles, and lo ! they fled 
before him, their knees gave way, their hearts were 
tuftied to water, he drove them as a herdsman drives 
the yearling calves. 

' But now at length a stone from a sling smote the 
eliarioteer who directed the chariot, and sunk in be- 
tween his eyes, so that he fell down dead from the 
chariot Then the reins flew wide, and the horses 
rushed this way and that, having no master. And now 
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a spear pierced the heart of the hoi'se on the right, so 
that he fell, and the pole of Ihe chariot snapped in 
two. Then the barbarians took heart and turned, and 
some of them set on to seize the body of the charioteer, 
and spoil his arms. But the Wanderer leaped down 
and bestrode the corpse with shield up and spear aloft. 

Now among the press of the barbarians there was a 
stir, as of one thrusting his way through them to the 
front. And above the plumes of their helmets and 
the tossing of their shi^ds the Wanderer saw the 
golden head, unhelmeted, of a man, taller than the 
tallest tliere from the shoulders upwards. Unhelrncted 
he camo and unshielded, with no borly armour. His 
flesh was very fair and white, and on it were figujes 
pricked in blue, figures of men and horses, snakes mid 
sea-beasts. Tlie skin of a white bear was buckled 
above his shoulder witli a golden clasp, fashioned in the 
semblance of a b<iar. His eyes were blue, fierce and 
shining, and in his hand he held for a weapon the trunk 
of a young pine-tree, in which was hafted a weighty 
axe -head of rough unp^shed stone. 

*Oive way ! ' he cried. ‘ Give pl^e, ye dusky dwarfs, 
anil let a man see this champion ! " 

So the barbarians made a circl^ about the Wanderer 
and the giant, and stood silently to watch a great fi^it. 

* Who art thou ? ’ said the mighty man disdainfully, 
* and whence ? Wliere is thy city,, an^ thy parents 
who begiilt thee?' 

^ Now I will avow that men call me Odysseus^ Sacker 
of Cities, Laertos* son, a Prince of the Achsaan^’ said 
the Waui^erer. ^ And who art thou, I pray^ thee, and 
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where is thy native place, for city, I wot, thoti liasi 
none ? ' 

Then the mighty Inan, swinging his great stone axe 
ill a rhythmic motion, began to chant a rude lay, and 
this was the manner of the singing — 

‘ Lacstry'^ons men 
And Ciaiincmns rail us 
Boni of the land 
Of tlie unless winter, 

Born of the land 

Of the nightless summer : 

City less we, 

Rom atli dark pine houghs, 

By the sea abiding 
Sail o’er the swan’s hath. 

Woifiim 1 Iiight, 

• The son of Signy, 

Son of the were- wolf. 

Southward I sailed. 

Sailed witli the amber, 

Sailed with the fuam-we.altli 
Among strange peoples, 

Winning me wave-flame,' 

Winning me war-fame, 

^ Winning me wotsenV., 

Soon shall 1 slay 
Sacker of Cities ! * 

With that, and with a cry, ho rushed on the Wan- 
derer, his great axe swung aloft, to fell him at a blow. 

feut while the giant had been Hinging, the Wanderer 
had shifted his place a little, so that the red blaze of 
tbe setting sup ^vas in his face. And as the migliiy 
man came on, the Wanderer lifted up his golden shield 
and caught the sunlight on it, and dashed it full in the 

' Gold. 

z 
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giant’s eyes, so that he was dazzled, and could not see 
to strike. Then the Wanderer smote at his naked right 
arm, and struck it on the joint of the elbow ; with all 
his force he smote, and the short sword of Eiiryalus bit 
deep, apd the arm fell, with the axe in the hand-grip. 
But so terrible was the stroke that bronze might not 
abide it, and the blade was shattered from the ivory 
handle, v 

‘Did’st thou feel aught, thou Man-eater?* cried 
Odysseus, jeering, for he know from the song of the 
giant that he was face to face with a wanderer from an 
evil race, that of old had smitten his ships and devoured 
his men — the Laestrygons of the land of the Midnight 
Sun, the Man-eaters. 

But the giant caught up his club of pine-tree in his 
left band, the severed right arm yet clinging to it. 
And he gnawed on the handle of the stone axe with 
his teeth, and bit the very stone, and his lips foamed, 
for a fury came upon him. Roaring aloud, suddenly 
he smote at the Wanderers head, and beat down his 
shield, and crushed his golden helm so that he fell on 
one knee, and all was darkness around him. But liis^ 
hands lit on a great stone, for the place where they 
fought was the holy place of ancient temple, old 
and ruined before King MeDa*s day. He grasj)ed 
the stone with both hands; it was the basalt bead 
of a fallen statue of a God or a man, of a king long 
nameless, or of a forgotten God. With A mighty strain 
the Wanderer lifted it as he rose, it was a weight 
of a chariot’s burden, and poising it, he hurled it 
stnvight at the breast of the Laestrygon, who bad 
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<lra\vii back, whirlincj his axo, before lie smote another 
blow. But OKi ever the stroke fell, the huge stone struck 
liiin full nnd broke in his breast-bone, ami he staggered 
long, and itdl like a tree, and the black blood came up 
through his boarded lips, and his life left him. ^ 

Then the multitude of the barbarians that stood goziiur 
at the friy drew yet further back in fear, and the Wan- 
derer laughoil like a God at that old score paid, and at 
tli(‘ bust great stroke of the hands of the Gity-aRck(U-, 
Odvssens. 


OHAPTKR VIII. 

‘TII.I. OUYSSKUa COMIS!' 

Thk Wanderer laughed liken God, though he doomed 
that the end wiis near, and the foes within the camp and 
the friends without looked on him and wonden‘d. 

‘Slay Iiim I' cried the foes within, speaking in many 
tongues. ‘ Slay liim they cried, and yet they feared 
thc*task, but circlcnl round like bounds about a mighty 
boar at bjiy. 

■ ‘ Spaie bim!' shouted the host of the Achasans, 
watching the fray from far, as they stood behind their 
inner wall, for as yet they had not mingled in the battle 
but stayed by their ships to guard them. 
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' Rescue him 1’ cried the Captains of Pharaoh without, 
but none came on to force the* way. 

Then of a sudden, as Fate hung upon the turn, a 
great cry of fear and wonder rose from the ranks of 
Phara(jh’8 host beyond ^he wall. It swelled and sw^elled 
till at length the cry took the sound of a name — the 
sound of the name of Hathor, 

* The Hatlior ! the Hathor ! See, the Hathor comes ! ' 

The Wanderer turned his head and looked swiftly. 
A golden chariot sped down the slope of sand towards 
the gate of the camp. The milk-white horses were 
stained with sweat and splashed with blood. They 
thundered on towards the gate down the way that was 
red with blood, as the horses of the dawn rush thropgh 
the blood-red sky. A little man, withered and old, drove 
the chariot, leaning forward as he drove, and by his side 
stood the Golden Helen. The Red Star blazed upon her 
breast, her Ijair and filmy robes floated on the wind. 

She looked up and forth. Now she saw him, Odysseus 
of Ithaca, her love, alone, beset w||ib foes, and a cry 
broke from her. She tore away She veil that hid her 
face, and her beauty flashed out upon the sight of men as 
the moon flashes from the evening mists. She pointed 
to the gate, she stretched out her^ arms towards the host 
of Pharaoh, bidding them look upon her and follow ter. 
Then a shout went up from the host, and they rushed 
onwards in the path of the chariot, for where the Hele'ti 
leads there men must follow through Life to Death 
through War to Peace. 

On the chariot rushed to the camp, and after it the host 
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of Pharaoh followed. The holders of the gate saw the 
beauty of her who rode in the chariot; tliey cried aloud 
in many tongues tliat the Goddess of Love had come to 



da-shed down by the horses and rriishcd of the chariot 
wheels. Now she Ijad passed the gates, and after hei 
poured the host of Pharaoh. Now Rei reinc<l up tlie 
horses by the broken cliariot of the Wanderer, and now 
the Wanderer, with a shout of joy, had sprung into the 
chariot of Uelea 
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'And art thou come to be witli me in my last 
In tile?’ he whispered in her car. 'Art thou indeed 
that Argive Helen whom I love, or am I drunk with 
the blood of men and blind with the sheen of spears, 
and is ijuis the vision of a man doomed to die ? ’ 

‘ It is no vision, Odysseus, for I am Helen’s self,’ she 
answered gently. ' I have learned all the truth, and 
knowing thy fault, count it but a little thing. Yet 
because thou didst forget the words of the immortal 
Goddess, who, being my foe now and for ever, set this 
cunning snare for thee, the doom is on thee, that Helen 
shall not be thine in this space of life. For thou 
fightest in thy last battle, Odysseus. On ! see thy 
hosts clamour to be led, and there the foe hangs bloipk 
as storm and shoots out the lightning K)f his spears. 
On, Odysseus, on ! that the doom may be accomplished, 
and the word of the Ghost fulfilled ! ’ 

Then the Wanderer turned and called to the Cap- 
tains, and the Captains called to the soldiers and set 
them in anay, and following the blood -red Star they 
rolled down upon the gathered foe as the tide rolls 
* upon the rocks when the breath of the gale is strong ; 
and as the waters leap and gatlier till the rocks are lost 
in the surge, so the host of Pharaoh leapt upon the foe 
and swallowed them up. And ever in the foref^out^of 
the war blazed the^Red Star on Helen’s breast, and ever 
the sound of her singing pierced the din of death. 

Now the host of the Nine-bow barbarians was utterly 
destroyed, and the host of Pharaoh came up against 
the wall timt w^s set about the camp of the Aebseans 
to guard their ships, and at its bead came the golden 
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cbanot wherein were the Wanderer and Helen. The 
Captiiins of the Acha^ans looked wondering from their 
wall, watching the slaughter of their allies. 

'Now, who is this/ cried a Captain, ' who is this clad 
in golden armour fashioned like our own, who leads 
the host of Pharaoh to victory ? * 

Then a certain aged leader of men looked forth and 
answered : 

‘ Such armour I have known indeed, and such a man 
once wore it. The armour is fashioned like the armour 
of Paris, Priam’s son — Paris of llios; but Paris hath 
long been dead.’ 

‘ And wl)o is she/ cried the Captain, ' she on whose 
l^j'east a Red Star biirns, who rides in the chariot of liirn 
with the goyen armour, whose shape is the shape of 
Beauty, and who sings aloud while men go down to 
death ? ’ 

Then the aged leader of men looked forth again and 
answered : 

‘ Such a one I have known, indeed ; so she was wont 
to sing, and hers wjis such a shape of beauty, and such 
a Star shone over on her brea.st. Hehjn of llios — Argive* 
Helen it was who wore it — Helen, because of whose 
loveliness the world ^rew' dark with death; but* long is 
Helen dead.’ 

Now the Wanderer glanced from Jiis cliariot and saw 
tlic crests of the Aclueaiis and tlie devices on the shields 
of men with whose fathers he hatl fotight beneath tlic 
walls of llios. He saw and his heart was stirred within 
him, so that he wept there in the chariot. 

‘ Alas ! for the fate that is on me/ he cried, ‘ that I 



3o8 


THE WORLUS DESIRE. 


must make my last battle in the service of a stranger 
against my own people and the children of my own dear 
friends/ ' 

‘Weep not, Odysseus/ said Helen, ‘for Fate drives 
thee on — Fate that is cruel and changeless, and heeds 
not the loves or hates of men. Weep not, Odysseus, 
but go on up against the Achmans, for from among them 
thy death comes/ 

So tho Wanderer went on, sick at heart, shooting no 
shafts and striking no blow, and after him came the 
remnant of the host of Pharaoh. Then he halted the 
host, and at his bitlding Rci drove slowly down the wall 
seeking a place to storm it, and as he drove they shot 
at the chariot from the wall with spears and slings and 
arrows. But not yet was the Wanderer doomed. He 
took no hurt, nor did any hurt come to Rei nor to the 
horses that drew tlic chariot, and ns for Helen, the* 
shafts of Death knew her and turned aside. Now while 
they drove thus Roi told the Wanderer of the death of 
Phai-aoh, of the burning of the Temple of Hathor, and 
of the flight of Helen. The Wanderer hearkened and 
«aid but one thing, for in all this he saw the hand of 
Fate. 

‘It is time to make an end,^Rei, for soon will 
Mcriamun be seeking us, and methiuks that I have lefo 
a trail that she can follow/ and he nodded at the piled- 
up dead that stretched further than the eye could 
reach. 

Now they were come over against that spot in the 
wall where stood the aged Captain of the Ach^ans, who 
had likened the armour of the Wanderer to the armour 
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of Piiiii?, ami tl»e beauty of her at liis side to the beauty 
of Argive Helen. 

The Captain loosed his bow at the chariot, and lean- 
ing foiward watclied the flight of the shaft. It rushed 
straight at Helen s breast, then of a suddci^ turned 
aside, harming her not. And as he marvelled she lifted 
her face and lookecl towards him. Then he saw and 
knew her for that Helen whom ho had seen while he 
served with Cretan Idomenens in the Argivo ships, 
when the leaguer was done and the sfinoke went up 
from burning 

Again he looked, and lol on the Wanderer's golden 
shield he saw’ the White Bull, the device of Paris, son 
of Priam, as ofttimos he had seen it glitter on the walls 
of Troy. Than great fear took him, and he lifted up his 
hands and cried aloud : 

‘ ' ye AohtTaris ! Fly ! Back to your curved ships 
and away frcun this accursed land. For yond(*,r in the 
chariot stands Argive Helen, who is long dead, and 
w ith her Paris, son of Priam, come to wreak tlie woes of 
Ilios on the sons of those who wiistcd her. Fly, cro the 
curse smite you/ 

Then a great cry of fear rose from the host of the 
Achseans, as company called to company that the ghosts 
of Paris of Ilios anti Argive Helen led the armies of 
Pharaf)h on to victory. "“A moment th(iv gazed as fright- 
ened sheep gaze upon the creeping w’oivcs, then turning 
from the wall, they rushed headlong to their ships. 

Behind them came the soldiers of Pharaoh, storming 
the walls and teanng at their flanks as wolves tear the 
flying sheep. Then the Achaeana turned at bay, and a 
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mighty fray rngod round the ships, and the knees of 
many were loosened. And of the ships, some were 
burned and some were left upon the bank. But a 
remnant of them were pushed off into the deep water, 
and huijg there on their oars waiting the end of the fray. 

Now the sun was gone down, so that men could 
scarce see to slay each other. The Wanderer stood 
in his chariot on the bank, watching the battle, for he 
was weary, and had little mind to swell the slaughter of 
the people of his own land. 

Now the last ship was pushed off, and at length the 
great battle was done. But among those on the ship 
was a man still young, and the goodliest and mightiest 
among all the host of the Aobreans. By his o\\n 
strength and valour he had held the Egyptians back 
while bis comrades ran the curved ship down the beach, 
and the Wanderer, looking on him, deemed him their 
hardiest warrior and most worthy of the Achseans. 

He stood upon the poop of the ship, and saw the 
light from the burning vessels gleam on the Wanderer s 
golden helm. Then of a sudden he drew a mighty 
• bow and loosed an arrow charged witli death. 

‘ This gift to the Ghost of Paris from Telcgonus, son 
of Circe and of Odysseus, who wa^ Paris foe/ he cried 
with a loud voice. • 

And as he cried it, and as the fateful words struck on 
the cats of Odysseus and the ears of Helen, the shaft,* 
pointed by the Gods, lushed on. It rushed on, it smote 
the Wanderer with a deadly wound where the golden 
body-plate of his hai ness joined the taslets, and pierced 
him tlirough. Then he knew that his fate was accom- 
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plished, and that death came upon him from the water* 
as the ghost of Tiresias in Hades had. foretold. In \m 
pain, for the last time of all, he lot fall his shield and the 
black bow of Eurytu.s. With one hand lie clasped the 
rail of the chariot and the other he threw about the nock 
of the Qfolden Helen, who bent beneath bis wei^t like a 
lily before the storm. Then ho also cried aloud in answer : 

‘ Oh, Telegonus, son of Circe, what wickedness hast 
thou wrought before the awful Qotls that this curse 
slioiild have been laid uj'on tbeq to slay him who begat 
thee? Hearken, tlioii son of Circe, I am not Paris, I 
am Odysseus of Itliaca, who begat thee, and thou hast 
brought iny death upon me from the water, as the Ghost 
foretold.' 

When Tejegonus heard those words, and knew that 
he had slain his father, the famed Odysseus, wliom he 
had sought the whole world through, he would have 
cast himself into the river, there to drow^n, but those 
wdth him held him by strcngtli, and the stream took the 
curvetl ship and floated it away. And thus for the first 
and last time did the Gods give it to Tedegonus to 
look upon the face and hear the voice of bis father^ 
Odysseus. 

But when the Acliceans knew tliat it was the lost 
Odysseus who had led the host of Pharaoh against the 
armies of the Nine Nations, they wondered no more at 
the skill of the ambush and the greatness of the victory 
of Pharaoh. 

Now the chariots of Meriamun were pursuing, and 
they Splashed through the blood of men in the pass* and 
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lolled over the bodies of mea in the plain beyond the 
pass. They came to tlie camps and found them peopled 
with dead, and lit with the lamps of the blazing ships 
of the Aquaiusha. Then Mcriamnn cried aloud : 

‘ Surely Pharaoh grew wise before he died, for there 
is but one matt on the earth who with so small a force 
could have won so great a fray. He hath saved the 
crown of Khem, and by Osiris he shall wear it/ 

Now the chariots of Meriamun had passed the camp 
of the barbarians, and^were come to the inner camp of 
the Achseans, and the soldjers shouted as she came 
driving furiously. K .» 

The Wanderer lay dyili^ofe the ground, there by the 
river-bank, and the ligkt of the burning ships flamed 
on his golden armour, and on the Star at Hplon's breast. 

'Why do the soldiers shout?’ he asked, lifting his 
head from Helen’s breast. 

They shout because Meriamun the Queen is come,’ 
Rei answered. 

* Let her come,* said the Wanderer. 

Now Meriamun sprang from her chaiiot and walked, 
thi*ough the soldiers who made way, bowing before her 
royalty, to where the Wanderer lay, and stood speech- * 
less looking on liim. ^ 

But the Wanderer lifting his head spake faintly : • 

* Hail ! 0 Queen ! ' he said, * I have accomplished 
the charge that Pharaoh laid upon me. The host of 
the Nine-bow barbarians is utterly destroyed, the fleet 
of the Aquaiusha is burned, or fled, the land Khem 
is free from foes. Where is Pharaoh, that I may make 
report to him ere I die ? ' 
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‘Pliaraoli is doa<l, Odysseus/ she onswei*ed. ‘Oh, 
live on ! live on ! and thyself thou shalt bo Pharaoh/ 

' Ay, MeriaTuun the Queen/ answered the Waudoior, 
‘I know all. Pharaoh is dca<l ! Thou didst slay 
Pharaoh, thinking thus to win me for thy Lord, me, who 
am won of Death. Heavily shall the bl<ISbd of Pharaoh 
lie upon thee in tliat land whither I go, Mcriainun, and 
whither thou must follow swiftly. Thou didst slay 
Pharaoh, and Helen, who through thy guile is lust to 
me, thou wouldst have slain also, but thou couldst not 
harm her immortality. And now I die, and this is the 
end of all these Loves and Wars and Wanderings. My 
ileath has come upon me ftomUhe wattjr.' 

^ Meriamun stood speechless, ft>r lier heaii was torn in 
two, so that ip her grief she forgot oven her rage against 
Helen and Rei the Priest. 

Then Helen spoke. ‘Thou diest indeed, Odysseus, 
yet it is but for a little time, for thou shalt come again 
and find me waiting.’ 

‘ Ay, Odysseus/ said the Queen, * and I also will come 
again, and thou shalt love me then. Oh, now the future 
opens, and I know the things that are to be. Beneath^ 
ihe Wingsf of Truth shall we meet again, Odysseus.* 

‘ There sliall we meet again, Odysseus, and there 
Uhou shalt draw the Veil of Truth/ said the Helen. 

‘Yea/ quoth the dying Wanderer; ‘there or other- 
where shall we meet again, and there and otherwhere 
love and bate shall lose and win, and die to arise 
again. But not yet is the struggle ended that began 
in other worlds than this, and shall endure till evil 
is lost in good, an<l darkness swallowed up in light 
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Bethink tliee, Meriainun, of that vision of thy bridal 
night, and read its riddle. Lo ! I will answer it with 
iny last breath as the Gods have given wisdom. 
When we three are once more twain, then shall our sin 
be purged and peace be won, and the veil be drawn 
from tlfe face»|of Truth, Oh, Helen, fare thee • 
I have sinned against thee, I have sworn by the^jfe|ds:e 
wlio should have sworn by the Star, and tlier^ore I 
li^ve lost th^/ 

‘ Thou hast but lost to find again beyond the Gate- 
ways of the West,* she answered low. 

Then she bent down, and taking Jiirn in her arms, 
kissed him, whispering in liis ear, and the blood of men 
that^fell ev^ from the Star upon her breast, dropped 
like dew upon his brow, and vanished as it dropi)e(l. 

And as she whispered of joy to be, and things too 
hcfly to be written, the face of the Wanderer gicw 
bright, like the face of a God, 

Then suddenly his head fell and he was dead, 
dead upon the lieart of the^World s Desire. For thjp 
was fulfilled the oath of Idalian Aphrodite, and thus 
at the last did Odysseus lie in the arms of the Golden 
Helen. 

Now Meriaihun clasped her breast, and her liys 
turned white with pain. But Helen rose, and standing 
at the Wamlerer’s head looked on Meriamun, who stood 
at his feet. 

* My sister/ said Helen to jthe Queen ‘ see now the 
end of all. He whom w^ loved is lost to us, and 
what hast thou gained t 1Caj> look diOt so fiercely on 
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me. I Aay not be liarmed oi tlice, as tJjoii hast soon, 
and thou inayest not be harmed of me, who would 
harm none, though jpvor thou wilt hate me who hate 
.hee not, nral till thou learncst to love me, Sin shall 
be* thy jxnfioii and Bitterness thy comfort/ ^ 

But Meraarnun spoke no word. 

Helen beckoned to Rei and spake to him, and 
Kfi went weeping to do her bidding. 

Presently ho returtied again, and vv-il. him were 
soldiei's bearing torches. The soldiers lifted up the 
body of tlio^ Wanderer, and bore it to a mighty pyro 
^that'^w'as built up of tbe w(‘alth of tlio barbarians, (d* 
chariots, spears, and the twtrs of ships, of wondrous 
fabrics, and costly fin niturc. And they lai«l the Wan- 
dcior on thej^yre, and on his breast they laid tho black 
bow of Eurytus, 

'J1icu Helen spoke to Rei once irior^ and lb i took a 
torch and fired the pjTC so Unit smoke and flamo burst 
from it. Anti all the Meriamun sto<id by as one 

who dreams. 

Now the great pyre was a nias.s of n^nd tlie 

golden armour rif tile Wjinderer .shone through ihe» 
flame, and the black bow twister! and crumbled in the 
hi'at. nieii of a sudden Meriamun gave a great cry, 
»id tearing the snake girdle from licr middle hurled 
it on the flames. 

‘ From fire thou earnest, thou Ancient Evit* she !?aid 
in a dead tongue to fire get thee back again, false 
Ci»unsellor/ ^ ,*"3^ 

l^ut Rei the Priest called' tjbw in Uie same tongue : 

‘An ill deed tbou 
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taken the Snake to thy bosom, and where the Snake 
passes there thou must follo^v.* 

Even as he spoke, the face of Meriamun grew 
fixed, and she was drawn slowly Tfco wards the fire, as 
though by invisible hands. Now she stood on its very 
brink, and now with one loud wail she plunged into it 
and cast herself at length on the body of the Wanderer. 

And as she lay there on the body, behold the Snake 
awoke in the fire. It awoke, it grew, it twined itsdf 
about the body of Meriamun and the body of the 
Wanderer, and lifting its head, it Jayghed. 

Then the fire fell in, and the WandeiprjOnfi Meriamun * 
the Queen, and tlie Snake that wTapped them round, 
vanished in the heart of the flames. 

For awhile the Golden Helen stood stilly looking on 
the dying fire. Then she let her veil full, and turning, 
wandered forth into the desert and the night, singing as 
she passed. 

And so she goes, wandering, wandering, till Odysseus 
comes again. 

^ Now thilNs tH^ tale that I, Rei the Priest, have been 
bidden to set fiirth before I lay me down to sleep in mf 
splendid tomb that I have made ready by Thebes. Let 
every man read it as he will, and every woman as thg 
Gods have given, her wit. 


. SUD. 
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Tnou ihnt of nl<l didst blind StcRiolioru's 
If e’er, sweet Ib'len, Rnch a thing bofel), 

We pray tlioe of thy grace, be good to us, 
Though little in our tale M(‘cord«*th well 
With that thine ancient minstrel had to tell, 
Who saw, witli sightless eyes grown Imninous, 
Thc*e Ilian sorrow**, and who heard the swell 
Of ocean round the world ring thumlerona, 

Aijjjl Ihy voice break when knighlly Hecb»r fell! 

And thou who all those many years liast homo 
To Hite the great webs of thy weaving torn 
By puny hands of dull, o’er-learned men, 
Homer, foi^ive us that thy hen)’^ star 
Once more, above s-ea waves and waves of nar, 
Mu^l rise, mu:it triumph, and must set again I 
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ARCHERY. By C. j. Lokoman aod 
Coi. H. WalroNO. With ContnlHi* 
ttoa$ by Mika IjtGH and Vi^cotutt 
Diluon. With 198 llhutrations. 

Crown 8vo., lof. 6d. 

ATHLETICS AND FOOTBALU By 
MoNTACUB SHRABMAN. With 5 * . tx 
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of Albt’nntrle), K < .M o , and li ; 
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iions. i.ruivn 8vo. . loc h/. 
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Sir W. G.StupsoN, Bart.. Loro Wrll- 
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Oampbol 1 - W a Ikor.— T jik O jkrrct 
Cari»; or. How to Bliiy at Whist; a 
Whi.st C.iterhi.sjn. lU Major A ( a.mp- 
BKU.-WAtKRR, F.R.GS Ecp. 8vo., 
ad. ttf. 

DEAD snevr (THE): or, Sjv>ttsman‘s 
Coiiipleir Guide. Betng a I'rvatKSf on 
the I Lve of Uie Gun, with Ru/limeiiUry 
and Kmisbing Lessons on the Art of 
Shooting (hitne ol all kinds, also 
Game Urivitig, Wild- Fowl and Bigeon 
Shooting;, Dog Breaking, etr By 
Mahksmak. ('rown 8vo.. lat. 6</. 

Falkener.-~GAMi'S, anciknt and Ok i- 

KNTAI., AND IbiW TO Ih.AY TllPM. 
By JiDWAfti) Fai ivKNKR. With numt'- 
roa** F^hoiograph.s, Diagrams. tVtc. 8vo , 

2U. 

S*ord,-THE Thkorv and Pkactickof 
Archicry. By Hokaue Fokd. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised ,iTid Re- 
written hy W. Bu it, M.A. With a Pre- 
face Jiy C. J. Longman, M A. 8vo., 14J. 

Fowler.— RKa)U.Kcno\s ok Oud 
COU.VTRV LtKK, Soui.d, P.-lJiical, Sport- 
ing, and .\cricultnral ByJ K, Fowler 
(" Rusiicus ”), lot met ]y ol .Aviesbury, 
With Portrait and 10 Illustjationa 8vo., 
icw. h</. 

Francis.— A Book on angling: 01, 
Treatise on the .Art of Fishing m every 
F^rnnch ; including full Illustrated List 
0) Salmon Mies. By Francis Francis. 
With lAirtrait and Coloured Plates. Cr. 
Svo.. 15^. 

Hawker.— The Diary op Colonel 
Pktbk Haw'KKN, nuthor of "Insiruc- 
lions to Young Sportsmen With an 
letroductton bv Sir RAlpR Payne- 
Gallwey, Iktrt. 3 vols. 8w. fits. 


L o n g m a n.— C hkss Oprni ngs. By 
Fkku W. Longman Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6if 

Maskelyn«.-*Sii AKFs and I i.ai.s. a 
Complete K»*vcl,au>n of the Sectcls of 
t.'hcMtuig ,'iiGaiiu':. of (‘hancf and Skill 
By lOHN Nkvii. M,\mvifi.Y.vE. of the 
Egyptian Hall. VV iih oa Illustrations. 
Cl own Bvo , 6.t. 

Payne-Gallwey.-- Works by '* Su 
Ralph I^avne-Uaj iavfv J^viri. 
Lkttkks to VtirVr shoofkks (Fin»i 
Senes) On ttif' t. hoitr nnd Use ol a 
Gun With 41 llluMraiions. Cr.Bvo., 
73, 6J. 

Lkti lks TO Young Shooters. (Second 
.Vues). On the Brodunion, Pirserva- 
tion, and Killing of t t.une. With Direc- 
tions in Shfxitmg Wood-Pigvons and 
Breaking-in Hetiievers With a Por- 
trait of the Author, and 103 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., lat. td. 

Pole,— 7 'hk 'Jkkoky of thk Modern 
S( lENTiFic Game up Whist. By W. 
1 \)LK. F.R.S. Fcp. 8vo., ar. 6'/. 

Proctor.— AV orks by R. A, Pkmctor. 
How TO Play Whist: with the 
Laws and F-j iquktte of Whjst. 
Crown 8vo. , 31. 61/. 

Home Whist: an Easy Guide toC^,or 
rect Play. i6ino., iv. 

Bonalds.— T he Fly-Fisheh's Ento- 
mology. By Ali^rki) Ronalds. With 
coloured Representations of the Xatural 
and Artilicial Insect. With ao Coloured 

I Plates. 8vo., 14J. 

I W iloocks. The Sea Fisherman : Com- 
prising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. ByJ. C.WiiXOCKS. Illustrated* 
Crown 8vo., 6s, 
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eUaL— Works by John Hkkry Sterl. 

A THRATlsr ON THE DISEASES OP TH‘ 
I>00. 88 Illustrations 8vc>,. iw. 6(/. 

A TKFATISli ON THE DlSKASKS OP 
THE Ok. With X19 IllusuvUion*. 
8vo.. 15 ^ 

A TFEAil^F OS’ THE UlRKASFS OF THE 
Sheep With too llluairaiion’;. 8vo,. 

131 . 

fitRW7Bram.« HnnsES and *=^tables. 
By Mfijnr Ueurral Sjr F. FirrwYGRAM, 
Bin, Wi'.b p^XRCs 01 Illusiratioiui. 
Evo , 31 rn. 


Stonehange/’ Thk Dor; in Health 
AND Disease. By ‘ Sionthknck ", 
With 84 Wr>f)d hn(,invui/T;, Squarf 
crown 8vo. , 71. Ui, 


Youatt— Works by WiLM am Yoo a i t 

The Hoksk ron! 

by \V. Watson, M H.C \ .S, WoVwl 
cuts, 8 VO , 7» txi, * 

Thk DiMI; RrvisrtI jukI lOnljirgnl 
Woorlcuts 8\o , 6.1. 


Mental, Moral, and i 

;.oojr, KHh roRh:. 

Abbott.— T hk r.i.KMKNTsoi- Looic. By 
T. K, Auk it. B D. laino , 3.1. 

AriKtolle. -Wojks by. 

Thk Boi niC'*: 1 1 IVkkci's ( irrck Tent 
of Bnokv 1 . ni , IV. (Vn ). with ar 
T' jiV'laboTi by VV. E Boi. 

I, an:). M.A , uurl riioil Intrwlmtory 
(j^ssay*- b> A Lang, M.A, i k^wu 
8vo. (k^ 

Thk I’oi.inrs burodurtory Esiays 
By AM'KEW l.ANi^ (from Hollantj ami 
iJivnf; s ' I'obiM's'i O. 8%'o. . a<. 6</, 
7 'HE KtHi'JS. Tiici^k Tcxl, IllusTrsvtfiJ 
with Ls-sax aii'i .Noirs. Ity Su Alkx- 
ANDm Gkaiv i , Bart 2 vols. 8\o. . 
331 . 

The Ni'.oMAf'Hi - an Eitirr.s; Newly 
TrAfisUiefl i'lio i ’n^;ljsh By Rohkkt 
Williams L’icv.rt five , 71 *>ii. 

An iNTiODLCTios' TO Akistotlk’s 
Ethics B«fOks I.-IV, <ljf)ok X. c, 
VI, 4x. m an Appcnrlix 1 With a con- 
tinuous Analvs'S and Noi«. By t)ie 
Rev E Miv.ikl n.D Cr. 8vo .loi.Af. 

dacon.— vvork' 1 \ Ekancis Bacon, 
(’OMPLK'IK W'ol'hs. J'klHrd b) R I„ 
Eli.is, J. Si'MDDiNG, and D D 
^RATH. 7 v>ls 8vo., I.V, bd. 
l*ET!ERS AND LiFK, iricliidmij all his 
ooca^innal Works E/iiie<l by JAMES 
Spelling. 7 vols. 8vo., 41. 

The EssaV-s, vuth Annoiaiions. fly 
Richard Whately, D.D. 8vo. 

loj. 6.) 

The Essays, With Introdiiction,. Votes, 
and Index By E. A. AnttoTT. D.D. 
3 vols. Frp 8vo. , 6s. llie Text and 
Index only, without Introduction and 
Notes, in One Volume Fcp. 8vo., 
MS. 6d 


Political Philosophy. 

PSYCHOJ.OOY. I-.TC. 

I Bain.— VVorks by Alkxandrk Bain. 

I LL n. 

j Mi'NTALSriENCR. r>ow it Fvo. , 6.) tW. 
j Mokal N'lLNt K Crown Hvo. , 41 6c^. 
j 7 'he ht>o svorhs uj atm r lan h had in vni 

• T'li/wfwr, /^/ii f lot tid. 

SF.NSKS ANiriHI' InTKLT-IN t. Bvo., jjjj 

1 KMIHIONS ANIJ niF WiLI., 8vo,, IjJl. 
j LoGir, Dkikhtivk and IsunriVK 
! I'art I , 41. Part II,, O1. fw/ 

' Pkac. ncAL Mssavs Ciown 8vo , 31. 

Bray.- -Works by f.iiARLPS Bray 
i The Philo, sopHV op Nkcfsmty: or 
i l>iw in ^vbo'iaMii MiiUer, (’i 810,51 
j Thk Etnn -’fioN oi* riip Fp.klinc«; a 
1 Moiul ''oium foi Schools, frown 

; 8vo , 2S. t >4 

1 Bray.' -E li ML NT r* ok MoKAi.rrY, m 
’ Easy l,x'j solus li.r IIouk and Suleiol 
I 1 etching, I^y Mis. C'iiakles Bray. 

( r. 8vo , 1 1. fjd. 

Croainr.— /JiviLiSATiuN and •Pro- 
gress. P.y John Bpattik Oo/ipic 
M 1) W'lib NVw Preface, mor»: lull> 
rXj'laminj/; the naime. of the New Orf^^a 
non used m the solution ol its problcnM 

• 8 vq , 14J, 

|Davld«on.--TnK Lor;ic ok Dkfi.^ 

I TioN, Explained and Applied !;> 

! William L. Davidson, M.A. ' rowi. 

I 8vo. , 6r 

I Qreen.—THK Worksop Thomas Hill 
( iHRiCN. Editi^dbyK. L. Netilkship. 
Vol*. I. and 11 , Philosophioil Works. 
8vo., i6j. each. 

Vol. III. MtscellAnies. With Index tO' 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. Svo.s 
I aii. 
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Hwm*— T bk Axyan Household i its 
Structure And its Devetopnent An 
Introduction to CompsrAttve jurispru- ! 
dCQce. By W. Edward Ha ark. i 
8 vo.. i 6 r. j 

Hodg801l.~-Works by Sradwortm H. 
Hodoson, 

Jtm AND Space: a Metaphysical 
Essay. 8 vo.ai6x. 

The Thkory of Practice ; an Ethical 
Inquiry, a vola. 8vo, , 34;. 

I'HK PHiiAjsopHy OF Reflection, a 
voU. 6 VO., sif. { 

Hume.— T he Phiixisophical Works | 
OF David Humk. Edited iiy T. H. 
Green and T. H. Oro8e. 4 vok 8vo., i 
56^. Or separately, Essays, a vots. | 
a8.f, I'reatise of Human Nature, a 
vols, aSi. 

Johuetono.— A Short iNTRonucrnoN 
TO THR STUOT of I^HC. hy l.AU- 
KKNCR joHNSTONK. With Questions, 
Cr. 8vo, , ar. 6d, 

Jonee.— A n Introduction to Gene^ 
RAL I/)Gic By E. E, Constance 
JONKS. Cr. 8vo., 4J. 6d. 

Juatiaiam~''rHR 1 nstitutb.s of Jus.: 
TINIAN: I^atin Vevi, chiefly tbnt of! 
Kusciike, with English lutroduciion, | 
'l>aAaiation, Notes, and Summary. By I 
THOMA.S C. Sandars, M.A. 8vo. i8j. I 

Hant— Works by Immanuel Kant. 
Crjtiquk of Practical Reason, and i 
OrriRR Works on thk Theory op 
EthicR. Translated byT, K. AbrotT, 
B.D. With Memoir. 8vo., lar, 6fi, 

Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Surtilty 
OF THE Four Figures. Translated 
by T. K. AKBt>TT, and with Notes by j 
S. T. COLKRJDGK. 8vo, , dc 

Hillick— H andbook to Mill's Sys* 
Tkm of Luotc. , By Rev, A. H. Kil- 
MCK, M.A. Crown 8vo.. 31. 

C»add,— Works by George IVrnbull 
Ladd. 

Elements of Physiological Psy-^ 

atoLoov. 8va, w* 

Outlines of Physiological Pst- 
^ CHOLOGY, A TexbBook of Mental! 
^^eii(>e for Academies and Colleges. { 
8vo.. tai. I 


IiaddL^Works by G. T, LADD..--r<MNr. 

Psychology. Pbscriftivk and ke. 
planatory ; a Treatise of the Pbano. 
mena. Laws, and Dewdopment of 
Human Mental life. 8 to., ns. 

Lewea— T he Historyof Philosophy, 
from Thales to Cxirote. By George 
Henry Lewes, avols. 8vo.,3a£. 

Max MtUlar.-Works by F. Max MtfL. 

LER. 

The Scie NCR of Thought. 8vo. . ns. 
Three Introductory Lectures on 

THE wSciENCE OF THOUGHT. 8V0„ 
as. 6 d. 

Mill. -Analysis of the Phenomena 
OF the Human Mind. By James 
Mill, avols. 8vo., a8r. 

Mill.— Works by JOHN .STUART MiLL. 

A System op I^ic. Cr. 8vo.. y. 6d. 
On Liberty. Ct. 8vo., ij. 

On Representative Government. 
Crown Bvo., as. 

Utilitarianism Bvo., ss. 

Examination of Sir Wuxiam 
Hamilton’s Philosophy. 8vo. , i6f. 

Nature, the Utility op Religion, 
AND Theism. Three Essays. 8 vo.,5j. 

Monck.- Introduction to Logic 
By W. H. S. Monck. Crown Bvo., 51. 

Sidsrmok.— Distinction : and the 
Criticism of Belief. By ALFRED SiDCF 
WICK. Crown 8vo., di. 

Stock*— Deductive Logic. By Sr. 
George Stock, Fcp. Bvo., 3s. 6dl 

Sully.— Works by James Sully, c 

The Human Mind: a Textbook of 
Psychology, avols. 8vo.. air. 

Outlines of Psychology. 8vo., ^ 

The Teacher's Handbook of Pn*' 
CHOLOOY. Crown 8vo., 51. 

Swinbume^PicTURE Logic: an 
Attempt to Popularise the Scfeoca of 
Reas(.ning. By ALFRED JaMU BwIN* 
RURNE, M.A. With as WoodcEU, 
Post Bva, SJ. 
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Thom»on.-“0L’TLJNh8 ij9 r\tv. Nkcks- ‘ 
SARy Laws op 'iMiviriHT* u Trt^aiise 
cm Punf anti Jl> Wil- 
liam ‘Ihomshn. D D , Lord 

ArcbUsb.^jj cl Yuk. Posi 8va. , 

W ebb. — I HK Vkjl ok Tsis a Scrit-s of 
l<hsay& on IdoaliAin. liy W li. WitBB. 
8vo. , loi. til. 

WhAt«ly.“-*\Voik3 by k. Whaikly, 
i>.n 

J’ac'ON's hs'^AY!- W'uh Annoiaiton. 

• By R. Whaillv 8vii., lui Oi/ 
rL‘LMENTS Oh I < t Hw » 4 J. 6 d. 

iM.kMKNTS Oh Klih roKic V r. 8vo., 

AS . tit 

1 ryiONJS ON kLA'^VCNMNO Fcp. 8vO. , 

li. 6./. 


SSaller.— Work*i by Dr. EDWARD 

UCR, Professor \ \ the Umvmiiy of 
Berlin. 

Thj: hlOK*!», El'ICt'KKANS, AND Sc KP- 
TICS. IVan'tl.itccl by ihe Rev. 0* J. 
Rfe.JCHfc*L, M..A. ('i< 5 Wil fivo , 151:. 

OUTHSKS OK THK lIlSlOllY OK (ll'KKK 
rniLOSv>i'HV. Transl.iiM by ^AkAll 
F. ALI.FVNR lind^'A'KMN AWbOTl 
Cl own 8 VO . lot, bif. 

Pl^TO AND IIUC Ol.DKR A('AI»!,>n 
'Iranvtnnvl by Samaji F. Aii.hVM- 
nnd Ai.j . Kii ('iooDWiN. B.A, ( lom. 
8vo. , lyi 

Soc HATKs ANDTiiKSockAin Sciiom s 
l ianhlHletl bythr Krv O 1. RKiriihi, 
M.A. Crown 8vo , rat. f>J. 


(If' CATHOLIC PII 1 LO'<OPUY. 

{ SfuvvAurs* Scf'tfs j 

A Manual op foiriiCAL K' onomy. j Mokai. r^itiitisoriiv 1 , s \'Mt N atu 
!.^C S, ln \ A-., M A Cr. 8vo . Lj. 6.y. ; RAi. Law (, I5y fosicKii kn ivAiA . S 
Fjm'A PiiiNt iKi i s K*>o\vi Ki/LK. fly I Crown 8vo , 

JOU.N kl< K AKV . > J I.OWn8v<».V- 'sT.,. I li 

iHV.SJ, ( n.Mi i«>o , SJ’ 1 Avn , u, 

By klCHAKLi K. Cl.AKKH.. S,J. , l'bVfJHoi/.M,v. By Mkuam. .Mamkk. 
i.icm'n 8vo,, y, i S j. C rovsn Bvu , tn/. 


History and Soienoe of Language, &o. 

Deviilsoii.—LiADiNG AND Important I Max Mullor. U'urks by F, Max 


English Words • EispUinf'l and Ex- • 
emphhed. By Wiu.iam I. David. | 
iON, M.A. Fcp. 8^0 , y 0./ j 

j ‘a rrar.— L anguage AM>LAVGrAGE8. 
By F. W. Farrar. D b» , R.S.. Cr. I 

8vo., 6r. I 

Grahaaa.—ENGLi.'jH Sv-inym'', Ciassi - 1 
?l#d and Kxplam^fl ; w jh Practical ! 
Exercises. By U. F. CiRAiiAM Fcp. j 
8 fO., 6 j. I 

Max Miiller.—Works by F, .Max i 
MCllkr. » 

The Scikncc or Language. Founded 
01 Lectures delivered at llie Koyal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 3 vols. 
Crown Sv(;. , at j. 

BtooRAPMiKS or Words, and THaj 
ilOVK or THS Aryas. Crown 810. . | 
yr. 6 ^ 1 


MULLRK - contmurd. 

Three Lf.itlrks on inn S«ii:n(,k 

OF LANGUAtH., AND ITS I’J.AfI IN 

General KouCAii'iN, d«livm-d j.' 
^lyiord, i 88 f^. I.iuwn ftvo., 3 J. 

BokoL — Thesaurus uw Knoi.ism 

WORUB AND PHRASE.«i. Claswlnd jnd 
Arranged so as to h.'tcilitAte th*- Ia 
piession of Ideas and in J iieiaiy 
Comi^rtiLon. By Peter Mark E >oe 7, 
M.IX. F.R.S. keconipaMrd tlii" jj^bout, 
enlarged and improved, fwirtly Ir-jw the 
Author's Notes, and with a full Index, 
by ‘the Author's bon, John Lkwib 
R ofiKT. Crown 8 vo., lor. 6 rf. 

Wbalely.— K nglwm Synokyms. • By 
F. JaNKWhATKLY. Fcp 3 L 
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PoUtioal Ecoaonif and Eoonomtoa. 


A»Way»*-*ENOti5H Economic HisTOKt 
AND Thkohv, By W. j, Ashlsy, 
M,A. Crown Bvo., Bart i., v- 
II.. loj. bd, 

Batt«hot« — Economic Studies. By 
WM.TEU BAGKIIOT, 8 vo., IQI. 6 </. 

BlMmatt—BKAcrrcAiiLK Socialism ; 
Rfifiay.« on Social KcforTn. By the Rev. 
S. A. ami Mrs. Barnk-jt, Cr. 8vo . 6t. 
BmsEoy. — PArlwK and Addrusses on 
\\^OKKAND Wa<',k>, Hy l..ortJ BkASSRY. 
Edited by J. rorn.k, and with Intro- 
duction by (iKiJkOE HotVEU., M.P. 
Crown 8vo., 51. 

Devaa.“-^A Manual or Political 
Economy. By C. s. Dkvas, M.A. 
Crown 8vu. , 6s. 6d. {\ftinuabof CatkolU 
Philosophy.) 

Do well,' A HisTOfvY 01^ Taxation 
AND Taxes in Enoland. from the 
EJfn ijt'.il 'I iiarss to the Ycai i88«;. By 
• RiiKN D^nviuj, (4 vol«. 8vo.)~ Vols. 
1. rtn<l H. The Ilistoty of Tax.Uion, 
aj.t. Vol^. 111. and IV. The History of 
Taxes, an. 

Jordan. -Thk Standard of Value. 
By William Lkighton Jordan. Svo,, 

Lo0liQ.-”Es.sAYs IN Political Econ- 
omy. By T. \i Ch.iFFK Leslie. 8 vo., 
lof. <vA 

Maolood.— Works by Hknky Dunking 
MACLhOU. M A. 

Bimetallism, b'vo.. y. net. 

The Element!^ vv ilanking. Crown 
8vo , 3J. 6tl. 

Thb Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ixt;, VoJ I. 8va., lar. Vol. IL i^-r. 
Thk Theory ok Ckklmt. 8vo. Vol. 
I. rat. net. Vol. IL, Part L.ioj.neu 
V^l, II. Part n,. loj, 6</. 


Mill.— Political Ecjonomt* 
Stuart Mill. 


By JOHM 


Popular Edition. 
Library Edition. 


Crown 8va, 31. itf 
avols. ftva» 3IOi. 


ShliTdB.— A n Analysis of the Ideas 
or Ecxj.vomics. By L. P. Shirkes. 
B. A. , someiinu' /'(.nance Under-Secrvtarjr 
of the Ciovernnicnt ol Bengal. Croati 
8vo., 6 j. 

Syinee.— P olitical Economy : a SiMvi 
Tcxi-l>r>ok of Political Economy. With 
Problems for Sohslion, and Hints for 
Supplemer.tar)- Reading, By Prof, I. E. 
Syme6, M.A., of University CoUegc^ 
Nottingham. Crown Bvy., 2s. bd, 

Toynboe.—Lfc'CTL'RKs on the In- 
dus tkiai, Hf.vclctjon of the tStb 
Century in England By Arnch.d 
Toynhkk. With a Memoir of Die 
Author by B Jowett. 8vo., loiI 6d> 

Webb.— T he liisTt^kv of Trade 
Unionism. Rv Sidney and BsAiKbcE 
Wkfb. Wjth Map and full Bibliography 
of the Subject, 8vo , iKr, 


Wilaon.— Works by A. /. 
Chielly reprinted from 7m 
Proieitf . 


Wilson. 

Imn$i§rf 

In- 


Practical Hints to Small 
VK.STORS. Crown 8vo., u. 

Plain Advict. AROurLirBlNiURANCK. 
Crotvn Bvo.. u. 

Wolff. -Proi'LE’b Banks : a Record ol 
Social and Economic Suooesa. By 
Henry W. Wolff. Bvo., ta 64 , 


Evolution, Anthropolo^, tut. 

dodd.- Works b/ Edward Clodo. | I,tlbl»oS .— 1 hr ORJOm 0» Cmut«- 

TioN and the Pnmitive Conditioii of 
Man. By Sir J. LubboCK, Bart, 

With 5 Plates and ao lilustratioiu tn iba 
Text. 8vo. i8l 

Romanes.— Works by GEosat John 
Romanes, M.A , LUa, F.R,a 
Darwin, and After Darwot: an Ea* 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Drsciusiou on Post-Damdalaii 
Qaestions. Part 1 . The Danriniaa 
Theory. With Poitrait of Danvin 
and 135 lUustrations. Qnm i«a.« 
lor. 64 

An EXAMlNATtOK OF WBtSMAtmtBJI. 

Crown 8yiO., 6s, 


TiiK Story OF creation a Plain Ac- 
count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tion.! Crown 8vo. , p. 6d. 

A Primer of Evolution: betng a 
Popular Abridged Kdition of 'The 
Story of Creation With lUtitt 
Fcp. 8vo., XX, 64 [/ft tM* Puss. 

The Marriage or near Kin, 
considered with Bespect to the Law of 
Nation! the Result of Experience, and 
the Teachings of Btoloinr. By Alfred 
Henry Hutu Royal Bvo. , 7s. 64. 
lMg«— C ustom and Myth: Studies 
Of^rly Usage and Belief. By Andrew 
Lang. M.A. With 15 luoitrations. 
drown 8vo., sr. 6</. 
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dussloal Literature and Translational &o. 


Abbott^-Httr.utN3CA. A C ollisctton of 
on Qreek Po*^, Philosophy, 
History, and Rdidon, Edited , by 
Ev»i,vn Abbott, \1A-, LUD. Bvo., 

i 6 /. 

ffiftChTlUB—EviCKKlUEB OK A^SCHt- 
LU)S* WitliMoincftl En^^ll^hTranslalK)rl. 
By J. F. IMviRS. 8vo', 7 J. 
AnstophaneB.— The Achahkians of 
AK iSTOFHAKF^i. transsUufd mio English 
Veiue. By K. Y. Tvkh£IX, Crown 
Bvo . u. 

Bsekor,— Works by Professor Bkokuk. 
Hai i-US ; oi , Homan Jk'^nrs in the Time 
of Augustus* Illustrated. F^ost 8vo.. 

7J 6if. 

C'liARlfXKS ; OT. Illnstrntions of the 
Pnvijtr Life of the Ancient Hreeks. 
lliastraicd. Post 8vo , ys. 6i 
Cioero. —f 'tew ut ( 'i>k iiKUPONnKNce 
H) R, Y. IvRMaii. Volsi 1., 11.. IJl 
, each ia>, V«>1, IV , lo. 
^'anl^li.-'OKKKic Lvkr' iWthv: a 
('I' liijMcie CoDociion of the Surviving 
from the Greek SiJOfj- Writing. 
Aifangod vvuh Prefatory Articles. In* 
ifoduciory Matter wd Commetuai y. By 
Gkokgk S pAKrfItu., M.A, With 5 
8 vo. . i 6 .r. 

yarrlBOU*-Mv'nis of thk (ua'ssuv 
IN AUT ANP PirKt'ATPHl'. By Jank 
K. Harrison, llluj'urited with Out- 

lirif Djawmgs. 8vc» , i8jr. 
Ijatlg.^-nOMKR ANt) THK KPIC, By 
Anorkw ?,Avt;. Crown 8vo,, qjr n^u. 

vNLI.FCT linOKAMS fkom 
T llK (iKKKK .AsrilOLOliV By I VV. 
M.mkail, Fellow OF Btlhot 
Oxford. Eilued w'iih a Revised 'lent, 
Inirodnciiion, Transuinm, and Notes. 
6vo. • i6i. 


1 Plato.— PARMaxmitfi of Pijvto^ Text* 


Hloh*— A Dictionary op Roman Am 
GnKfiK ANTiQiUTtirs. By A Rich, 
B.A. With sewo WaiRjeuU, Crown 
Syo. , yjt. 

; Sopboolos* - Translatitl into Enshsh 
; VViiie. by li( NT WhiTRI-AW, M,A., 
j As.'fistani Mri'vter in Rugby School : Sate 
• 1 cllow of '1 j, mi V’ f-'ollege, Cambridge, 

i Crown 8vo , Bl u/. 

TheoorituB.— T HI* Invbut or Thko^ 
( Riins 1 innslaied mio English Verse, 
i By jAMFS Mkkiiv HAILARD, M.A. 

I Qxou. I'Cp. 410 .. 6x. ttf'i 

1 

! Ty'rroil-TRAKSLATIONS INTO Qrfek 

' ANi* Latin Vkusk. Edited by R Y. 

; 'fvuNKM,. 8vo. ,6r, 

'VJrgil.' 1 MF A'NKirMU' ViudiL. TranS' 
! lalC'i mt(» Kl)g»i^b Varsr Ity JOHN CON* 
jMi’KiN. Clown Uvo., 6 j. 

Thi: PojvMs op Virgil. TrAniUaterl 
into linglish PiMe t>j' JOHN CONtNG' 
ION. t'rnwn Bvo., w. 

Till* A''n5.h' of VisGiL, freely translated 
I Mi'1 'rh Blank Verse, By W, J. 
THciKNMii.L. Ctwwn 8vo , 7L 6d. 
Thi L'HI) op \'u<gii.. Books 1. to 
VI, 'lian.'-.laiccJ into English Verse 
by lAMi:s Rhoadks. Crown #vo.. 

i ’ 

j Wilkina.- Thk Growth op » hk Hom* 
I EKH, PoKyu. By Ci. Wilkins. 1^. 6j. 


Poetry and the Drama. 


AnUtgbam.— Works by \\'iiXiAM • 
A1R.1NGHAM, j 

IKISH Songs AND Pokms. VVui> hr-^n- 1 
tispiecc of’ the Waterfall of A'','*rrie. i 
Fcp. 8vo., 6s, j 

Laurence With r»^>r- > 

tra^t of IheAuilwf. Fq). 8vo.. >». 6d. j 

ru>wER PtKOts; Oav and Night 
liikvNOS: Ballads. a 

by X>. G, ROWETTI, Fcji. 8vo, . hi. ; 
l^e }>Ap«r edition, tai. 


Lifk a \0 FNjawtasy. with Frrmtii' 
fiirre by Sir J. E. MiixAlR, Bart, 
aivl Design by Artiu'r Hughes. 
Fcp. 8vo., 6i ; lirge paper edition, lai 

Thought and Word. And Asimv 
MANon: a Puy. "With Portmuol the 
Author and four TbeHtiictl 

i;nes drawn tey Mr. Albnji'biim. Ft!|» 
8vo.. 6 j. ; Urge paper editim. si/. 

Blackrkrries, Imperial i6ino., 6i. 

S(fi tf Me aA 0 ve 6 vcls, may k MsUf in. 
unifirm Jinifparfhm^ftt prUty/As, 
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Po«try and the JinxaK—coniinued. 


Ariaetrong.— Works by G. F. Savage- 

Akmstronc;, 

POEMA: Lyiical and Dniniatic. Fcp. 
8vo. , 6». 

Kiko Saui., (The Trjigt'dy o( I<^raei, 
Parti.) Fep.8vo.cv. 

Kino David. {The Tta^jedy of Kirael, 
Part II,) Fcp. 8 VO., 6/, 

Kino Salomon. (Thr Tras'*-dy of 
kracl, Part ft I.) Fcp. 8vo., 

Ugonr : a Tragedy. Fcp. 8vo , 6 j. 

A Oakland kkom Grrkcr: Po^ms. 
Fcp, 8vo , yj. <r.f. 

ST(rK(R$ OK U'nkloW: Poems. Fcp. 
8vo , 7j. 6./ 

MKPHI.ST0HIM*KS iN fiKUAU( 4 .<^TH, a 


Gfoothe* 

Fadst, Part I., the Germao Text, with 
Introduction and Notes. By Albert 
M Sklss, Ph.D,, M.A. Cr. 8vo,, 5 j. 
Faust. Tr. 'instated, with Notes. By 
T. K. Wkbb. 8vo,, i2,i. 6</, 

Ingfelow.— Works by Jean In<3KLOW. 
Poetical Works. avoLs. Fcp. 8vo.. 

laj, 

Lykioai. ANnOriiF.n Pofms Stl<?cicd 
trom lh»* Writings of Jran I.N'GELOIv 
F cp. 8 VO , ar. 6rt'. ; cloth plain, yt. 
cloth gdl. 


Satire. Fc[\ 8vf) , .^r. 

One in the Inmnitl' a Poem. Cr. 

8 VO., 7». 6/ 

Ai'inslrong. -The Poktical \Vork.s 
Qp Edmund J. Ak.msthong Fcp. 

8vo.y 5i. 

Arnold.— Workftt v.'^ir F:dv\tn Arnold, 

K.C.I.Iv, Auihoi ol * 'Phi of 

Asia.' 

The Ijght of thk Wurld oi. the 
Great Consnmniiaum. A PiH*m. 
Crown Sv.j., 75, bd. net, 

Pnsenfa/ivn lidir •/> Wvh it Pliis- 
traiton.s by W Hunt. 

410., aoj. net. 


Kendall.—SoNos krom Dpf\mland. 

B>' May Kendall. Fcp. 8vo . 51. net. 

Lang.— Works by Andrew La\(X 

Ban and ARKikkK Ban. A Rally of 
Fugitive khyirius. Fcp, 8vo., 54. 
net 

Grass dk Parnassus. Fcp. 8vo., 
a.f. 61/. net. 

IE 

Bai.i..ai>s ok lioDKb rCdited by 
ANDIU.W l,AN(’r.* !’([) 8vo , 6s. 

Thk Bii’ic Poi-TKY Book. ICditH by 
ANi»Rk V l.ANG, With 13 Plates and 
8C lllusiruu ms in tlie Text by 11 . J. 
Foul) .uid Lanckloi Speed. Ciown 


PariPllAU'S WtKE, and other Poems, j 


Crown 8vo., 5J. nd. 

Adeuma ; or, the Japanese AA^ife. A 
PUy. Crown 8v<c, 6s, df. net. 


Eiiifion, pftntied cn Indian 
paper, ITi/A A'V/e.r, lu,* 
Iliusitatinris. (Vvwn 87 y>. , 7^ 61/. 


d«ll. -C hamber (’i)mkdie.s. a ColW- 
tion of Plays and Monolog net for the 
Drawing Room. By Mrs. Hugh 
Bjll. Crown « VO., 6 j. 

ffiomsen.— Woiks by BjbKNsrjEHNK 
Bj^rnskn. 

Pastor .‘^and ■ a Play. Tiarisbtcd by 
William Wilson.' Cr. 8\o , 5,1. 

A Gauntlet, a Diama. Tian.slaled( 
into English by 0 >m-vn Edw.MvDS 
With Portrait of the Author, t sown 
8vo., y, 

Ooohraxie.— T he Kesirel’s Nest, 
and other Verses. By Alfred Coch- 
rane. Fcp. 8vo., y. 

Dante.— L a Com media di Dante, a 
New Tejtt, carefully revised witb the 
iM of the most ntcent Editions and 
Collations. Small 8vo, . 6* 


Locky. — I'oRMS. By W. E. H. Lkcky. 

Fcp. 8 yo,, 55. 

Leyton.— W '’)« by Frank Lutos. 

The SHAixiws op thk Laki-:, and 
other Poems. Crown 8vo,, yj. 6J, 
Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Skeleton Leav'es; Poems. Ciown 
8 vo.,6l 

Lytton.— Works l>y Thf Earl oi« 
Lrrrov (C)wen MERRDJTiB 

Mara 11. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 6d. 

King Poj ry: a Fantasia. With 1 
Plate and Design on Title-Page by 
Sir Ed. BurnE-Jones, A,R,A. Crown 
8vo., ICO. u/. 

The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo., lor. 6d. 

LUCILE. Crown 8vo., 101. 6d. 

Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., los. 
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PMtrjr and 


ICaeanlur^tjkYs of anqvkt Roms. 
&C. Bf Lord Macaux^ay. 

niustinted bjr G. Sckarf, Fcp. 410 , 

icu. 6 dl 

Bijou Kditioft. 
x8tno.. ax. td., gilt lop. 

Popiilnr Rditlnfi 
Fop. 4to.. seweii, 11, doiU. 

nitMirfttcd by J. R. Wkgukuk. Crown 
• Bvo. . 3x. 6 rf. 

AnnoUtod Edition. Fcp. «vo.. u 
Fcwed. IS 6*/. doth. 


Wasbit.— L ays anp I^RriRNos. Bv E. 
Nksbit Huskrt Blanij* Vjrst 
Sones. (?rown ftm, v S«*roii<I 
Scries, with Forfmit. drown Svo., 


Watt— Works by SARAH Pi ait. 

POBMS WiJh portrjiil nf the Au’htn. 
a vols. Crown Svo., loj. 

Ah Enchahtko Castle, and otiibr 
Poems : r*ictiirrs. Partra?lA an?i Peopio 
in Ireland, Crown 8vo., 3X. CJ. 


{ Watt— VVorks by John Iamus Pim. 

iDVW AND LVRIi.>. OF THK OHIO 
j VallRV. Crown Svo , 

LirrtR N»w WoKUx luvu. Cr. 

5^‘ 

; Bhoades.— T rreia as'c» Oriiaa 
I Poems By James Rhoa’iks < /own 
! 8vo.. y. M. ^ 

Riley.— Work* by Jamew Uu t jmb 
kJU.Y 

Ol.t» FASHlovMf* Koses : Poem®, 
tamo., $f. 

PoKMs ifrtHR Ai Home. Foap, iJvo.. 

nt*t. 

.’Roberts. -'S'/ ‘V OS or thk Common 
J)AV, A^^) AvK . in f KU- foi thr Sheilcy 
Ccntfn.kPr. Hy ('iiARnts H. l>. 
UdhtHiS. f’unvn ^vo, , j5, 6,‘C 

! 81iakespoftt‘o.'' !io’Vi)M"jPs FsMjtt 
I S/IAKl SrKAKl’, Wit)l 36 ^^^>r»dcuts. 
I v(/l. 8 VO., Kp 0 / in 0 vylv Fi’p, 

Rvn , aij, 

THK SllAKYftr'RAItE BDUHDAV 

PvMak\ P TK’NBar ^atiio, ,0. W, 
Hoorn Edition, with Photo* 
I \ p. 8vo., lOf. 6d. 

Sturgis. ' A I kxiK OK )No. By ) ULI ah 
Stui/<;i.s y. 


Works of Fiction, Humour, Ac. 


Anstay.— Works by F. An.strt, Author 
of ' vice VersA I 
The Black Po(.»t)LK, and other Stones. ■ 
Crown 8vo. , ar. board-s, as. cloth. 
Voces Populi. Reprinted from 
'Punch'. First Series. With ao 
Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
EiDCE- Cr. 8tfO. , 35. 6rf. 

The Tkavkluhg Companions. Re- 
lated from ' fhineh ' With ae J!:ns- 
tmiions by J, Bernard Partridgf. 
Post y. 

The Man from Blanklkv^s : a Storv 
in Scenes, and otJjcr Sketches. W^itt 
04 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
RtpoK. Fcp, 4 fQ-« 6 ts. 


Baker.' Uv nip Wk^teun Spa. By 
Jami'** Hakkh, Author oI ' john Wtm*- 
colt . < town Jivo., 3‘, fj'/ 

BeaconafleUi.— Work^ i,v the Eiarl of< 
BEACONSPi*teLD. • 

Novels and 'Talks. <’hettp K.dhioa 

i 1 1 vols « i 8\o., il 6 d, 

ffiCL 

Vivian Guy. | Ilcnr.cisn Limple. 

j'I’heyoungfhjJcc.Ac, ; Venn:.* TViuired. 

!Alroy, Ubn, dfcc. j Coiv.iijc'.in Sybi), 

Contariin Kleniing, LoOia.i l&'.ndyrntoti. 
&c. I 

Novels AND Talks. 'ITic Hugln aden 
! Fxfition. With a Portraits and tt 
! Vignettes. 11 vote, Cr. 8vo,, 43^ 


Aator*— A JovaNST mOruER Wori^ds. 
a Roinanef of the Future. By John 
Jacob Asrem* With xo lllustmUom. 
Ct. Bvo.« 6 r. 


iCloglf.— D avid's U)Oh: a .Story of 
Rochdale Ufe in the eariy yeais of the 
Nineteentfa Ceniury, By /omn Traf- 
tORb ClEGO. Crown 8vo 6 l 
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Vorkf of Fiction, Humour, io,—eontifuud. 


P«l&nd<^Work5 by Margarht Db> 
LAND, Author of ' John Ward 
Tfitt Story of a Chi[,i) Cr, 8vo., $s. 
Mm. Tomwv Dovr, and oihr-r Stories. 
Crown 6vo- , Cs. 

Don gal L— Works by L. Doug all. 
BROOARS All. Crr^wn 8vo., 3.1. 6rf. 
What NKCt^srry Knows. Crown 
8vo , 6 l 

Doyle*— Works by A. Conan Doylr. 
Micah Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth's 
Rebellion. With Frotitispiece and 
Vignette. Ct. 8vo., 3*. 6(/ 

The Captain op thk f'oi.K<?TAR. an<‘ 
other 'I ales. Cr. 0vo. , y. 6d, 

The Refugeks: r Talc of Two Cor 
linents. Cr. 8vo., 6f. 

Farrar. '-D arkness and Dawn: or 
Scenes in llie Days of Nero. An Hu 
toric 'I'ale. By Archdeacon Farrar 
Ct, Pvo , yr. 6^/. 

Forfitor.— Major Joshua By Fuancu 
F« jk.S'I Kk. Crovs n 8vo., 6s. 

Froude. - Tmc 'r\\o c'mikfs ok Dun 
BOY ; an Irish Komance of the La^, 
Century. By J A l ROi;uK. Cr. 8vo 
y. 6.7. 

Qilkos, — Tim Thing That Hati 
Been: or, a Young Man's Mistake B 
A. H. Gilkks, M a.. Master of Duiwic 
College, Author of ' Boys and Mastris 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Hfrfpgard.- 'Works by H, Rider H.ag 
GARD. 

Shk. With 3a Illuslratrons by M 
Greipfenhagrn and C. H. M 
Kerr. Cr Svo., 3f. (hi. 

Allan t^irATRUMAiN With 31 Ulus 
trations by C. H, M. Kerr. Cr 
8vo., 3 J. 6i/. 

MAitVA's Revenge: or. llte War of 
the I iitlle Hand. Cr. 8vo. , i j. bo.Arcb. 
ij. 67. cloth. 

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. Cr. 8vo., 
3J. 67, 

Cleopatra. W^th ^ Full-page Illus- 
trations by M. Grripfknhagrn and 
R. Caton Woodville. Cr. 8vo., 
• 3J. 67. 

Beatrici. Cr. 8vo , y. 67. 


Haggard.— Works by H. Rider Hag- 
gard — €4mHnu€d. 

Kric Brighteyks. With 17 Plate', 
and 34 illustrations in tlie Text by 
Lancelot Speed. Cr. 8vo., y 67. 

Nad A THE Lily. With 83 Illustra 
lions by C, H. M. KERR. Cr. 8vo , 6;. 

Montekuma's Daughter. With c-y 
Illustrations by M. Gkeiffenhagen 
Cr. 8 vo..ej. 

Ai.lan's Wipe. With 34 Illustratiun^ 
ity M.tiKiPKPKNHAGKN and C. H. M 
‘ Kekk. frown 8vo., 3 f. 67. 

The Witch’s Head With 16 Ulus 
1 trations. Crown 8 vo , y 67. 

1 Mr. Meeson'.s With t6 Ulus 

; trations. f!ro\vn 8 vo., y 67. 

Dawn. With if Illustrations. Crowe 
8vo., 31. o7 

Haggard and Lang.— The World’s 
Df-sirk. By U Rider Haggard .-ind 
Andrew I.ang, Wu>i 27 niustrauon? 
by M. GRElt^KNHAGEN. Cr 8vo..j(! 67 

Harte.— In thkCarqimnez Wqods 
and other Stones. By Brkt Haute 
C r. Bvo., y. 67, 

Hornung.— The Unbidden Guest 
B y E. W. lloRNUNG, Crown 8 vo. , 6r. 

LyaU.“-Worki» by Ei>na Lyall, Authoi 
of ’ Donovan,’ &.r. 

The Ain oBJOGRAPHY of a Slander. 

Fcp. 8 VO., IS. sewed. 

Presentation Edition. With ao Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 
8 VO., 2S. 67. net. 

Doreen : The Story of a Singer. Cr. 
Bvo., 6s. [/n November 

Melville.—Works by G. J. Whyte 
Melvu.le. ^ 

The Gladiators. ! Holmhy House. 

The Interpreter. j Kate Cowntry. 

(lood for Nothing, i Digby Grand. 

The (Queen’s Manes, j General Bounce, 

Cl. 8 vo., u, 67. each. 

Oliphont— Works by Mrs. Oliphant 
Madam. Cr. 8vo., ts. 67. 

In Trust. Cr. 8vo.» is. 67. 

Farr.— Can this be Love? Bv Mr» 
Parr, Author of ' Dorothy Fox . O 
I 8vo.. 6 j. 



LO^^OMA’S 6* C0:6 A.W (SIsN£i(AJL IV0/(A'S. if 


Works of Fiction, Humoor, Stc. -tvnfwyed, 


Payn.— Works by JaMks Pays I 

Thk Luck or tjik Darkku-b. Cr. , 

8vo , jj. 6/. 

Thic-kku than \Vatkr. Cr. avo.. j 

ij. bu*. I 

PhilUppa-WoDpy. -Sn\\’^: aLoR^ml 

of tiu iA’iii* Mouiicon liv c. PlUK- 
i.rnvVVMCi r-y. vVuh 13 hhistrations 
by H ii. W LINK. L'l 6\, > , 51. ti/. 
Sewell*- AV<iks by F.li/amctji M 
SirM i I L. i 

A thi' VN'orM i An'v Ib’rl>crt. { 

IJbiuMon Par^»'n.^r|'• 1 < irv - 11 vll. | 

M.Tjratrl IN r />. ■ i («*]iui>k* 

K I'^t* A^'li'a!), I L !r 

1 r.r i'.ri’s I >.uit;hn*r ' AJt'*f L''*- ' 

'line Kxpcrifiicc o!" Lif»*. i Tj u'. Ivors , 
Cl bvo., ij, Of,' (Mch rluUi |)..ai». xt 
«*Ach ciolh t'xiM. L’lb <■<!' 
Stevenpon.— bv Kn»in t 

STV VliN^<LN 

blKANM', ’!• ; iLKM I AM 

MK ilVl>^ ' "|> .i\o . li, 

\} bf^, flcLJ 

'I'jiyc DyN.\ M n TK I- »'p. «V0, . 1 1 «(k‘wrrl, 
u, 6 -/. » 

Stevenson and •Osbourno.-- I »ik 
WK‘LN(i IKIX. lb 1-1 Lot IS SIR. ; 
VKNSuN .ind Ll/’> '' U'>Ho;*RN'h.. Cr. i 
8 vo,. y. bil ! 

8uttUOr.—LA^ ]U>\VN VmVR ARM-S 
DtflVaJfen \ *'Uf i Mc Au(ob(.<i.it»hy , 
of NtArthii I-y PLMfl\ U)N i 

SUTINKK. TiAii .rtf''! by 'I UtU.MIS I 
Cr. 8\o . IS- 0*/, I 

Trollope — W^r;*, bv Ammmvv rKr»L 

LOl'h, j 

'I'HP; WaKHFN ( r 8vo . I. •./ j 

Bakcukstfr 1 < o\ >. y-s. ^ 'i L\<. , u. 6^/. ^ 


TRCE. A, RELATION of thk 
Tka\ki,s ANP I'L'KHOVLS Aiivkn^ 
TURKS OK MA'IMKW Ul'tH.TO.V, Ut'lKlr*- 
man' \Vht*rriti js truly m*i down Un 
Manner of h>s Tuloru;, ilie Lom; Tunr 
of his Slftvnrv in Ali^u is. and Moans of 
his lVi!\*'n. V\ iMien by arid 

non lor ihe hrsi tiino pi 'nuNl 1 r, 8vo., y. 
Walfrit‘d. — Works by 1 .., B. W’Abl'OWt), 
Mr Smith n I'am oliiis Lile, tVosui 
8vo , Si. oif 

THIi. HAHYS (iRANDMOIHI K. (,ti .Mj 
Bvo.. (;./ 

CouslSs ('rovm Hvo, L.i'. 

'I KOUIlLK-SOMK l)AU(.ni AKS. <’n-VU 

ib'O , ?.■». fh’^ 

I’AUlJNK, ('rowM 8v(j ar. (»i/. 
ln( K NKHiKUrn' t.’fown dvo , 91, AA 
loK lliS'ioiiy OF A Wi-iMw. Crown 
Kvo .M 

AStifi- ( »C1 !> Cl NLKATJON. Clown 

Hv<v. .0 iHf 

Nan, and olhn Mitrn'f*. tVowii bvo 

j.\ in/. 

I'llK Mim, ulhF OF MONIf'A. Cl 'VVU 
8vo Uf fs/ 

7 nr dnk litRin (iUkst. (Vown Hvo. 

* I‘jAHa,i:Ln.’ .md u'.hn Sp.in's. Crown 
Hvo , fis 

*1 UK MA'Ii ItM %KI R. 3 VoK. flown 
Hvo, 

Wf»8t.— IlALr-i Jni-,;s vii'iH iio Mu,. 
i.ioNAiKLs: ShoiviriK how nuiCi h.iirhT 
il IS to s|^i«;rMi a luil'ion than to male'* d 
b.^iirf:il by I' B VV'Hsr Hvo,, (u. 

Woyinan. \\ .ubs 7 S. ; Wkvman 
7 iik Jioosc uF liiK 'A'olk, Oowu 
H vo , y. (if/. 

AfiKNTLFMAN OF ^ HAN' K < .r dVO., bi 

_ „ f 


Popular Soienco (Natural History, &o.). 

Butler. —OcK llor^i I\ ir -.S. Hart wig.— Works by Dr. Gkorok 

An Aci'tJiint of ihr In nuitd HARrvuo, 


in J^weliincddoas'"- !'*> I uwaviiA. ' 
BiRleR, B-A,. B.N;. il.fn<i 5 With, 
II 3 Illustrations. ( rown fivo.. '>t ; 

Pumeaux. — Work , by W. I- l vm- ai;x, 
KR-G-S. ! 

The Outdoor W'ukLn; or, Tlir Yramg : 
Collector’s Handbook- With xH 
Plates. 16 of wmch are coloured, 
and 549 Iduslratjons m the Text. 
Crowrt Bvo.. 7j. 6 ki'. 

Buttekpurs and Moths (Bmish). 
Wrth 12 coIourH Piates and a Ur^f 
number of TlluMratsotJs in the Text. 
lOL 6</- net. [/» /^ress. 


The b.KA AND ITS LfVIMi WoNliLK.h. 
With 12 Flatus and 303 Wuodi nis, 
P.v.i,7.r m-l. 

Thk 1 HOKif.Ai. Wokeo. With h l'!.itcs 
arid 172 WoodinitA. Bvo-. 71. n>*l 

'I he JTlCaR V^OKLD. With 3 M ps, 8 
Fuiles and 85 Woodcuts. 8 vo. , 7 . 1 . 
net. 

The Subtkrkankan Woku* With 
3 Maps and Bo WoiKlcuts. Bvo. , yj. 
net. 

The Akkial WouMi. With Ma(^ 8 
Flates and 60 WcxxlciHs. Svo., 7j. 
net. 



lOmMAm & C0, S STAmAHD AND GBNMAL WORBS, 


Popmar Bdenoe (Hatiinl matory» fto.). 


Hartldgr-Work» by Dr. Georqb 

HART^taw<w/f /«««</. 

liRKOKR QP THE POLAR WORLD. 19 
nHistratiotts. Crown 8vo., as. 

WONDRRfi OF THK TROPICAL PORB8TS. 
40 lUiistTHtions. Crown 6vo., ar. 

WOKRKKS UNDER THE GROUND. 99 
Ittmtrationi^ Crown 8vo. . as. 

Marveu Over our Heads, ag 11 * 
Justmoons. Crown 8vo., ai. 

Ska Monrtrks and Sea Birds. 75 
nhuiirsiijons. Crown 8vo., as. 6rf. 

Pkni/kns of thk Dekp. 117 lllustra- 
lloiiM. Crown 8vo., as. M. 

Volcanoes and Earthquakes. 30 
lliuMtratioiifl. Oown 8vo., as. (sd. 

Wild Animals OF THE Tropics. 66 
Itlustrsktions. Crown 8vo , y. 6d. 

Hfilmlioltz.— P opular f.KCTURRs oNi 

SCIRNTIPiC SURJKCTS. IW HERMANN 

VON Helmholtz, With 68 Woodcuts. | 

a vols. Oown 8vo. , 3,t. 6(/. each. 

Prootor.'- Works bv Kichard A. ' 

Proctor. ; 

Light Sv’iKNCE for 1411s urk Hours. ; 
FarniliaT Essays on Sdrntifir Subjects. . 
3 vols Crown 8vo., each. I 

Cii.VNCK .AND Luck: a Discussion of 
ii>e Laws of Luck, Coincidence, 
Wagers, I.A)(terien and tbe Fallacies 
ol Gambling. &c. Cr. 8vo., ar. 
boards, as. 6tl. cloth. 

Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scienilfic Subjects. 
&Wer Library bldition. Crown 8vo.. 

Pleasant Wavs in Science. Cr. 
8vo., 5J. Silver Library Edition. 
Crown 8vo., y. td. ' 

The Great IVramio, Observatory, 
‘roM» AND Temple With lUustra- 
tkm Crown Hvo . 5^. 

Nature Studies. Bv R. A. Proctor, 
Grant Alijin, A. Wilson. T. 
Foster ami £. Clodd. Crown 
8vo., 5r. Silver Library BditloiL 
Crown 8vo,, 6cf, 

Leisure Readings. By R. A, Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, a, Wilson, T. 

» FostER, and A. C. Ranvarel Cr. 
Evo,^ SJ. 


Stftnle7 ,-<A Familiar Hirtory or 
Birds. B-y E, Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishtm of Norwich. With llhrs- 
trauons. Cr. 8vo., y. ddT. 


Wood*— Works by the Rev. J. G. WOOD 

Homes withoit' Hands : a Descrip* 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With 140 lUastrations.' 
8vo. , 7i. net. . 

iNSKcrrs AT Home : a Popular Account 
of Hriiish In^jois, their Structure, 
Habits and 'I ransforrnatioos. With 
700 lllustrat'ons. five,, 7#. net. 

Insects Alroad • a Popular Account 
of Foreign Iiwects. liieir Structure, 
Habith artrl ruri.slorination&. With 
600 Llustrottions, 8vo., js. net. 

Bikle Animals: a Desenption of 
every Living Creature mentioned in 
the Scriptures, Wuh tia Uliwtra- 
tions. 8vo., fs. net. ^ 

Pktlakd Re vis PTE d. With 33 lUos- 
irationj*. Cr. 8vo., 3J1. 6rf. 

Ou'i OF Li'inRS; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practical Natum 
History. With ii lUustmtions. Cr. 

8vo,, 3 i. tci. 

Strange Dwcli.ings: a Description 
of the Habitations of Aniraals, 
abridged troni ' Homes without 
Hands *. "With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., 3J. 6<f. 

Bird Life the Bible. 3R Illustra* 
bons. C: Bv*o., 3;. 6d. 

Wonderful Nests. 30 Illustrations 
Cr. S'fo,, 3y. 6<i. 

H oMES UN L>K r the GrouND. a^lUus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., jr. 6(f. * 

Wild ANiMAiit of the Bible, ap 
Illustrations. Cr. 8wa, 3.1. 6d. 

Domestic Animals of tub Bible. 93 
lUustratians. Cr. 8vo„ 31. 6tf, 

Tug Branch Builders. 98 BHisiiii- 
tions. Cr. 8vo„ 31. 6^. 

Social Habitations and Paeabitic 
Nests, t8 lUustrations. 

as V 



LONQMANis CO.'S STA/tOASD AVZ> GHNSitAi. WOKA'^i. »» 


W<H4a of Beforonoo. 


JSMndat^n (Smnitel) Traasujriea. 

Bsogkai>H1CAL Tre, With Sup- 

plement bro-i«ht down tf» 1^89, By 
Rev, James Wf^ou. Fcp, Evo,, 6 j. 

Tbrasi^by ok Natukal Hintokv . or. i 
Bopij)*Tr of ZotAogy. Wuh 

900 ^^'cKK^^•u^s. Fcp, 8vo. , 6 s. 

TkF^sSUUV op GE^»GKArHY. PhvfJCftl, 
0**sci)tjnvc, and PoHiical. 
Witli 7 Map*i and ifi Fcp 

• 4JVO, , 6 j, 

I'hf Trka'.ua- f.K Bim R Know- 
• p,Y !?»'* »itv, 1. AVKK, \! A ; 

W’,!h 5 Mvtn*'. i -( Pldt**.'.. and j 
Wotidcms Hvo . *j\ I 

( :<<-iOKJCAi, Tpl^suky Ontlmc" of| 
raivcr^til HiftMv*. Scim^Ut H}.v.f>n»-s , 
ofallNrtt)ons Fcp Rao, .ht ’ 

iRKASUHY UF K^ WIl-OOF AN 1 » 
UlUkART OP r<! ! !.\FNf K Tom- 

prii>ifi|^ an Enijliso F>ict»oriat> and 
^Graninmr, Untx< 3 ^3V, (ja/clcer. CP^hSi- 
cal I)Jt’tioitai> , jiTi'jU'logy, 1 .aw 
D^ il.-vnary, Jkc , T‘op b/u , o*. 


Maunder's (Samuel) Treaeurtea 

—rtSHtmufu 

Scientific am> Un>:icAKy T?mASi''Bv 

Fcp. 8 VO., or. 

Tiik TBRAfiVRV OK Hdtanv Ffhla* 
la J J-IM'l.lvV, F H.S , Artti 

. MoffHF, J'.L.'-i. Wii)i Wood 

ruis and sk: 3 vols 

Fcp. 8 VO . i.o 

llOfifet,* 'I'JiirsAV'ij '•FFNvt3jMi\^(ji^tnts 

«\NO #'d anrl Ai 

iAnp»-d so :is in the K\pf**', .c u 

of l<!os and ast^ii.t I.iterary C'oii, 
po'oiion l.y ri-'iKR Mauk Kookj 
M. ii, I' 1:''', Kct’onipo'tcil ihjfi'.ph 
out. oil.u i;< 'i and niiiat>v»*d, f*ui(lv 
liom rla* An!)u/r>, Noi*., and whh a 
full I.'id.'v, f \ Uv* .Auih( r’f Sm, JOHN 
l-KWI*' l t nnvn ^3vv’,» , lor 6<r. 

V/lihoh, I v.i'O! AH Takchs f(»f fjjvjnji 

itdornratiou tfv iitat; »,h^ v,t(y*‘ uf 

I.ucli-ild. l/'iist fioiu, Jind < Jmich i'J'o- 
(HJit), lia* Ihvbht’^ Furidh', Ac, 
I’liAKi.Ks M WdUOM .Mnrd b>' n 
Bkni H )<)MO> < 8v ) . 101 6^ 


Children’B Books. 


Crake.— Work*' by Rr’v A. T' < hAKE, - 
Hi>wv THE Fai>’ j. . rf»f Fir:.i <-hTO' ; 
inda of t/oun 8vo,, ; 

ajf. tui - { 

ALPCJARTHF D ink 01 (>}id ('fuo- ' 

Uiclc of .iFAn'i d\r,t ‘I !ao,sm. 6</. 
Thk Rival thr 'Hurd' 

and I-AM t’h, i.n.-.li* ^il'lsrendaiM* ' 
Cr 8vo., »r. 

Thr House of W/j A I'ale 

of the Cloister anrf Tiu- ForcBl » • th»' 
/.Uys of the BUrofvs' W.irs 
8vo., ai, 6rf, 

BRIAN Fm-COUNT. A Story of Wal- , 
Imgford Castle and r>ordirsn*r AblkJ-y. j 
Cr. Bvo., as. 6a\ 

Ingelow.-VEHV You.<g. anl vn-rit 
ANOTH&B SToRV. Two Storjcs By 
ifitAK iKCKLOW, Crown 8vo., ao, (td, 

LaUg.^ Works edilefi by ^VNurew Lang. 
The Blue Fairy Book, With 8 
Plates Rfid xjo ffluMrauons m the 
Text by H. J. fmt» and C P. 
JACOMB Hood Crown Svo., 6s. 


Ij&rifC.' Vv'orlKs fds*-' : .)V '.s;i3.r\l 
— . vnfinurit 

'I'liF Kh,t« f'AiHV |i«>rvK. V\'ith4 Fkur'-', 
*nd '<6 in th»* Text l»y f! 

j l‘oFj> and i,.\N'M'?oT Si'KK2>, 
Crown bvo., 0.5 

Thk Hrrf.n Faify W»th ti 

Piates and 88 Ilhjstrat'on^! in t)»r7\*xt 
bv H. J? Ford .md J,. Brx i.E. ( i 
8vo , 6t. 

T i> Yellow Faikv I.k«)k\ With vjc> 
fllu^tratioQs. B> H J Kuwp K.rov.u 
8vo , bi. 

Thk Blve Poetry Hoik. Wah 13 
Plate^aiuS 88 Blu'-.iratioris in the Tt'xf 
byH j FOMrand f.ANCRLOTSPKKf* 
(frown Rno,. 6r. 

The Bujis PoRTiiy Book. SchiM>l 
Bdition, witltout lUtihtm<on%. Fcp 
8vo. , 2 S, td. 

The True Story Booic With 8 Tdau 
and 58 Illustrations in the l exi. by 

H. f. Ford. Lucien DAVin, C. H. 

M. Kerr, f^EKD«and 

I. XKKHART Boqle. Crown 0vo., 6 s. 



CO/VOMANS 6 > CO:S STANDARD AND GENBRAL WORKS. 


Ohildren'a Books— 


Wtwks bjr I- T. Mkadr. 
Daddy's Boy. Illustiatsd. Crown 
8vo., 3J. hd. 

Drb and the Ducukss. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo., y, M 

Moles worth*— Works by Mrs. MoLES- 
WORTH, 

SlLVERTHORNS. Illust' .'Iftl. Cr. 8vo., 5J.' 


Moles worth.— Works by Mrs. Moles- 
WORTH. — 

The Palace in the Garden. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo., y. 
Neighbours. Ulus. Crown 8vo , aj. 
Stevenson.— A C hild’s Garden of 
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
Small fcp. Bvo., 5r. 


Longmans’ Sories of Books for Girls. 

Cr'iwn 8vo., price 2r. 6d each 


ArELucR (The) 13 u Lys- or an Art I 
MiuHit in the Keiftn of Tr^iror. 

IIY THE SAME ArTIlOK. 

Mademoiselle Mori, a Tale of. 
MoJcrn kon><“. ! 


That uild. lUirstr.itcd by Gordon' 
ilRCDVM'. I 

r.NDEU A ('LUl’O. ! 

Thk Kiddi.er <»e Luoau With lUus* i 
iraiion'i by VV. Rai..sT(;n. I 

At HH D OF TUKREVOLUriON. With ' 
Iilvi!'r!.i:!.jn.s by C, J. Si'AMI.AND. . 

HhvrK.ic’.s Venture. j 

In 'IHF (M.DKN'riMK: 3 Tale ol the ' 
iVaviPt W'.ir in Germany. ' 

The Youjnoeis .Sistke. • 


Athi>j{sk)nk Priorv By L. N. Comvn. 

1 'iiE Third M;s,> St. Quentin, liy 
Mrs Moles'a gjjTH. 

The Story op a Spring Morning, &c. 
By Mis. MoLEN^vuiriH. Illustnued. 

Neighhouu.s, By .Mrs. Moleswortu, 
lUu'.ti.'iicfi 

Very Yorw;; a. id Quite Anotukk 
Story. '1 wo Stones HvJeanIngei* 
Uivv. 

Keith DhitAMOKt. Bv ihe Author of 
• Miss Mo’iIv '. » 

SiDrsi'.v. By Marga.^lt Dk land 

I.Asi Words to Gikls on Iwjo- ai 
Si iMoi and Af-iKR School. fVv 
Mis. W. Grey, 


The Silver Library. 

Crown 8vo, y. 6d. p.ai n Volume. 


Arnold'! (Mr Bdwlu) Soju and Lands. 

With 71 Illustrations, y. rxi. 

Baker's (Blr 81. W.) Kldht Ysars tn 
Cfylon. With 6 Dhutmtions. y. bd. 
Baksr's (Sir 8. W.) Rlfls and Hound In 
Csylen. With 6 ltlu.s(rations. y. bd, 
Bariud-Boold's (Bov. 8.) Curious Hyilis 
of fiho MIddio Mob. 31. bd. 
BaHnB- 0 «uld*s (Rev. 8.) OrlBla and 
DovoUpmont of KoUglou Bolisf. g 
vuU. 3^. ttd. each. 

Brawey'i (Udy) A Yoymio Ui tht ' 8 ub- 
bsam \ With 66 Illustrations, y. bd. 
Ciodd^s (B.) Btery oC Oroatlon : a Plain 
Account ofBvolution. .>Witb 77 Illus- 
trations. y. td. 

Conyboara (Bov* W. J.) and Houmb^b 
(V sry Kgf. J. 8.) Ufa and Kpistlos gf 
St PaaL 46 Illustrations, y. bd. 
Ib^utfAlPg (U) BiOM* ill; a Novel 

3..M. 


Doyle'S (A. Conan) Mioah Clarke : a Tale 
ol Moimioulhs Rebidlion. y. bd. 
Doylo's (A. Conan) The Captain of the 
Polostar. An J Ollier Tale:., 3.. bd. 
Praude's (J. A.) Short Studios on Croat 
SubJooU. 4 vols. 3L bd. each. 
Prottde’s ( J. A.) Caisar : a Sketch. 35. 6d 
Frouds's (J. A.) Thomas Cariylo: 4 
History of bis Life. ' § 

*795-*83S' 7i. 

1834-1881. 2 vols. 7i. 
frouds’s ( J. JLl The Tuo Ohlofg of Dun- 
boy: ati Irian Romance of the Last 
Century, y. bd. 

rroods’B (J. i.) The fOiteiT of Bli|laBd, 

from the Fall of Wolsqr to the Defeat 
of the Spanish Armada, te vols. 
3 J. bd. each. 

Blairs (Rgy. 0. B.) LUb of the Duka of 
WilliaStOB. With Portrait, y. 6d. 




lOmMANS 6^ C0:s STA^OA^V AND GBNKkAL WOkKS. ai 


The Silver Llbrarywe^«//>iw/<f. 


Htawdl (H» I.) Ehi: A History of 
Avivcotui-e, 3a lUusiraiions. y. td. j 
HaiEanl^ (H. 8.) Aliu 
With so Ulusiratioiis. y, 6d. 
eaiEardV (IL tu) Calotial Qu*rtt«h« 
V.C. : a 'laic of Couiur> Liie. 34. 
6 ;/. 

(B. 8.) Ciect^atr*. With 129 
irull-page Illusuai'ons. y, tJ. 
Hagdtrd'i (H. R.) Eric Brldhteya».| 
W !th 51 TUui'tration:; y. t>d. 

X.)Bcatrl€d. 3$. 6(f. | 

fSaggard'M (H. K.) Ailan's Wife. With I 
34 lihjvtrali'jns, 34 t'l/. } 

Ha^{!;ird'» (H. H,) The WUch'c liead« j 
W I'.h illvr.tmtioiisr 34 6 k;. | 

HAgCAi'd’t (H. 8.) Mr. MeeHoa’i WtlL. 

\\ it h Illustrations. 3-f. ] 

Hn^^ard'i (H. R.) Dawtt. W'ub 16 !))us> ; 

3 *, ^4/. j 

Ha^gard'M vH. Rv) and Lanjt*> t^.) Tb« ; 
World's Ootlro. Wtih liiuslMt>c.ib»< ' 
V, ftu' : 

Bnrtc'i (Brotl In tho CarqulDox Woods. | 
and other etorloj^. 3(. 6d. I 

BolfuholU't ^Hormann von> Popular | 
Uoturok 00 ScicQCIfic RuhjecU. t 
\\ uh 68 \\ oodruts, 2 vols jf. W, 
each. 1 

HowUt’s (W.) Vliltt to ReroarkabUl 
Hiac«s. 80 lllualnittuns, 3* 6./ 
Jefferies* (B.) The Story of My Heart; 
Mv .Aulobiof’iupby. With furtrait | 
y:6d. 

JslXcrios’ (R«) Plold and Hedgerow. I.asi ! 

IvMysof. Wub Portrait, y 6d. ! 

otRerios* (R.) Rod Door. \\ uh 17 1 
Illustrations by j. CiiAKLTt^N and ll. 
TunaLY. 3r. 6d. ' 

Jofferios* (R.) Wood MaHit: a Fahlr { 
With Fronuspjcce and Vignciie b> li. 
V. B. y 6d. 

Joffertu’ <R.i Tho Tollors of tbo Floid. 
Wr'ith Portr.iit from the Bust in 
bury Cailtedrai. y. td. 

Mnlibt's (E. F.) TIm Craloo of tbo 
* AiarU* : the Narrative of a Search for 
I'reastire on the Desert Island of 
Trinidad. With a Maps and *3 
lUdsirations. y, (td. 

Lang:*! (A.) Caotooi and Myth : Studies 
of Early Dsage and Belief. 3J. 6cf. 
XoM (J. A.) and Cluttorbaok'a (W. i.) 
lltr, A Ramblo in Brltlsli 
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Macleod (H. D.) The RlomonU of BanK< 
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Mas MoUer's (.P.) India, what can It 
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Max Mol let's (F.) Introduction to the 
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ii. l.'M* i r i)f \h;ii(4t)'U \\ uh 1} 

liIU'Ur.iiu-j4'i ' bd. 
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Prottut'stfl. A.)lhe Lfpatiitw ol Heaven, 
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Proctor’s iK. A.) Other Worlds th.in 
Ours. 3'.. ui, 

Proctor's IR. A.‘ Rough Ways itiade 
R.’nooih. 3», uA 

Proctor s (R. A 4 Pleasant Ways in 
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Proctor's (B. A.) Myths and ttrvrvc.s 
ofAsuonomy. 31. fiu' 

Pro9(4ir's<B. A.) Maiuro SiuditiA. , ^ 
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self, biti World and hi,s 
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itaaley'a (Bishop) Familiar History of 
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(Lloyd) The Wrong Box. 3^. fsi 
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Wood's (Bov. J. e.) PoUand Rsvlsltod. 
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With 60 Illustrations, y. 
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BtilL"-Worki hf Thoma$ Bull, M.D. 
HwTft TO Mcymftns iw thk Mamage- 
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Period of I^konancy. Fcp. Bvo., 

IJ, 6((. . 
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Children tn Health and l)i£RA$B. 


#cp, 8va. Tf. 64. 

1^6 o&Hb. — W orks by Mrs. Dk Sat.IS. | 
Cakhh and CoNFEinioNS A La Mode. ' 
Fcp. Bvo, . ir. 6</. ' 

Doo 5 i ‘ a Maniial for Amateurs. Fcp. 

Bvo., i 

Drr5.skd Game and Porr/iKV \ la • 
Mode. Kcp. 8vo., u. 6<f, j 

Dressed Vegetarles X la Mode. ; 
Fcp. 8vo., n. 6rf. . 

Drinks X la Modk. Fcp 8v'o , u. 6<f. : 
Entries X la Mode. fcp. 6 >o., u. 64, 
floral Decorations. Sug/jestions 
and Dweriptioos. Fcp. 8 ki . il 6d. 
Nation At, viands. Fcp. 8vo. 

[In (Ae Pttss. 

New-laio Eggs Hims for Aroaieur; 


Oysters X LA Moos. 
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X>9 BaUs.’^Wqrks by Mir, 0 b &ALt8-* 
umtinutd. 

Puddings and Pastry a iji Mode. 
Fcp. 8vt)., 11. 64, 

Savouries X la Mods. Fcp. Bvo., 
II. 64, 

Sours and Dressed Fish X la Modr. 
Fcp. 8 VO,, 11. 64. 

Sweets and Supper Dishes X la 
Mode. Fcp. 8vo., u, 64. 

Tempting Dishes for Small !n- 
co-NfifS. Fcp. 8 VO., 11. 64. 
Wrinki.ks and Notions wr Every 
Houskmou). Cr. 8vo., xi. 64, 
Lear.—iM.MGKK Cookery. By H. L. 

Sidney Lk.ar. ,i6mo., ai. 
Pooie.“~L‘oV)KK»Y for THE DIARETIC. 
Uy W. H. and Mm. PrX)iX. WUh 
PfiifAce by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. 8vo., At, 64. 
Walker.— A ffANDBooKROR Mothers: 
bring Simple Hints to Women OD tb« 
Managi'inent of Ihwr Health during 
Pregnancy and Cantinrmeut, together 
with Plain Directions as to the C^re of 
Infants. By Jane H.WalkEr,L.R|,C,P. 
and L.M., LR.C.S. ond M.D. 

Cr. 8vo., 31 . 6(1^ 9 

Waat— T he Mother’s Manual of 

CHrLDREN’S DISEASES. By CHARLES 
West, M.D. Fcp 9vo., «i. 64. 
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AUiMEham.— V arieties in Prose. , 
By VVH.LIAM AU.1N0HAM. 3 vols. Cr. j 
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Patricius walker. Vot. 3, Imh 
Sketches, etc. ) 

AmiBtrong.— E ssays and Sxetchks. | 
By Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. ; 
^'vo . 51. ■ 

dagehotr^-LiTERARY Studies. By! 
Walter Bagkhot. s vols. 8vo., a8i. | 

BftTing^Qould.— C urious Myths ofi' 
, THE MIDDLB AGES. By Rev. S. ! 
Baking*Qouul Crown 8vo., 31. 64 I 

B at — P ictures in Prose of 
Nature, Wild Sfort, and Humble 
, Life, By Aubyw Trevor Battye, 
B,A, Crown 8m , 6i. 

AESSFEAHE STUDIES, AKD 
. CvrHER Essays. By Oie laie Thomas 
Batkes, LL.B,, LLD. 
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aT K. H. Boyd. D.D., LLD. 

And sec MISCFILASBOVS THBOLO 
OtCAL WOHKS,p.a. 
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Critical Essays of a Country 
Parson. Crown 6vo., 31. 6<L 
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C rown 8va, 31. 64. ^ 

Landscapes, Churches and Mora- ^ 
LITIES. Crown 8m. 31. 64 
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8va, 31. 64. 
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Our Little Life. TwoSefies. Cr/ 
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Crown 8vo.. 31. 64, 
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'I'HK Vair Havkn. a Work in I^nce 
of the* Mtracalous El<“ment in our 
Ijord's Mutistry. t'r> Svo., yj. 6rf. 
LU'E and Hahit. All litiSAy alter a 
t.'on»peU*r View of Kvoluiion. C'l. 
8vu . 7-1 6;#' 

Ev<n.rriDN, uld A>iD Nttw, Cr. 8vo., 

Alhs an»> Sanctuaries oe Piedhont 
AND Canidn Tuino. llluhtraiwi 
Pou 410. » ioi.6i. 

lalfCiv. OR Ci'NNINli, AS THR MAIN 
Organic Modification .•' 

■> r 8vo.. 7J, tui. 

E\ VoTu An Ao'ouni of the Sacro 
Mt'itif* ur Ntw ItTiiviteiii at Varall'i 

Sr^M. i 'iC\XU Uvti,, iO«- 6'/, 

Praii< 5 ia.- 1 cnh'j^ i<!« v h ai lu liv l«)s 
II. K Kkasc-^s. 
M. \ , lute I'l'JKiw ol St Johns , 

' i'.iii* 8v.>,, 6r. 

Hoci^soiiv OuTCAOT Essays and 
V hi<SR 'I RANSLATIONS. My if SllA),*- 
WOf'iH Hoih,sos. CroAO 8vu , Ri to 
HuFhi-h.— VS o'.Ks hy j Ih u.Aii. LI . L; 
ColI.SK OP I ON THK IL*. 

lopyop Mookiin , gvo .8j.tw. 

CoCK.sKOP Lr< rc’KK'' <»n ihh Tkansi- 

'I JON f^KloO OF MOhUJAL lilSTORY. 
Gvo , 10 s. Ck;'. 

James. -M ini VO, Kovai np:s ibm 1 
iViu'Uc.il <,»prra;)t'n anti Etlect. Hv i 
OiARi.KS Asuwokin Iamks. of i.in- 
('oln'‘ lttn,bAn!.strr*at-r.A\v. ^T.» .51 , 
Jcfterivis.— VS’oiks Isv K Jpipkrjrs 
FiKI.D and llKDflHkOW Uki Es.Ays 
With PoiLra)! « ',iown 8vo., p. M. 
Thk .Stoxy 01- Mv Ukakf; ruy Auto- ' 
biography. With I 'on rail aiu] Nrvf . 
Preface iiy C. J. la'>NOMAN. Crown i 
Bvo., 31. 6 <f. 

Rkd UtER. With 17 limsirationR by 
J. Char i.ToN and H, Iunalt. Cr. 
8 vo.. $s. ikt 1 

THit Tohjeks of thk Field. With 
l^riratl frcMn the Must in Salisbury 
C&thc»ira!, Crow'n 8iro., 6 d. 

Wood Magic ; a Fable Witri Frontis- 
piece and Vi^neue t>y E. V. B. Cr. 
8vo*, p. 6r/. ; 

Johuson.— T ub Patkntbe's Manual: 
a Treatise 00 the l^w and Practice of | 
Letters Patent By J. A | . H. John- ' 
$0N, Patent Affeats. Aa Svo., lor. 6 k/. 
IjlWi«.'~Work* by Amdsbw Lang. 
{.xmtRa TO I>SAD Autkoka Fep 
8vo., as. 6d, net 

LSTTEKft ON LITBRATUVE. Fcp. BfO., 
ar. bi. net. 


Xianif.— Works by A. L.asi;— 
liOOKS AN1> ikniKMlTN. With ‘J 
Colourrd muI 17 lUuiktratioiib 

Fcp. Svo., u.) tv/, ni.'i 
Or 4 > Fkiknus. hep. 8vo., 9 j bd. net 
Cock Lanic and Common Sense. 

^ Fcp. 8va . bi. 6 . 7 , ii(*t. 

I LooilBrd.— Tiik Ca.mkl ' Its Uses and 
MAn.Tg('m(rni. Hy Major ARTHUR Glyn 
i Lp ON AU t), Kill- jnd teiTiiMshire Regi 
I mirnt Ruyid gvo, , aij, not 
! IffaofarrftTi.-- Lr.* rvRKsoN H armony. 

‘ Hvbirfiio A, Macfaruen. Bvo.,ia.!. 
Max Muller.- India : What can it 
iKACn D.s ? l)y F Max MUu.iik 

< r fivo , 3 j. 6..*' 

■ M^indolFBolin.- -1 UK Lutkus ok 
, Fkj-ix M' vrun •'St'/iN 'J'fairJated by 
, Lad) Waj j /D V ji voli. t.r 8vo., loi, 

’• Milur*!'. - Woo.s bv Ulok(3K Mjh.nrr. 

! «. OfNTKY I'LHASDRl S' lilt; t hroiliole o( 

I ,1 Vc.ir rhu-liy ni a ixiicirn. Cr 8vo . 

D . 

I STl'DlMv tip Na'JDKP on the Coapi 
op ak'din With llli(stration« by 

W \‘o{ i Inspenal ibuio,, 

f> 'XT U' < 

Perrint;-. 1I0.D Knots in .Suaick^ 

P> Sij iOiH ir Lkwionc. ikirt 

Proctor. •• VWwL;, liy j.\ A. PKOfTOH. 
.Vi..'i/a;jn AVD IJtW'NKSS. With y 
l)i>. ir,«i'iv • < loan u, 

Mimm.jh I low v> gel .Siiotu* nnd 
l;i ->Tj MroAC, Char;if*rs ua Koa- 
l.-ir CKJ I M Ai^e. KtirJ th<* 

U'u'''T '.V Oj o iliU". t 1, HjfO, jy 

RicbanlBou. .\aho\.^i, ilKAi.Ti; 

A Kvview (ji thf Worts ol Sir l^win 
(JmtlvMfk, I H. hy Sir H. W. 
PiCHAKDStCl, M.l> Cj. flvo , 4.1 67, 
RoSfMittt. -A Shadow op IMN'iKf br- 
jiig an L '.iy t. v.<»r(L studying 111 mfch, ^ 
his V\vj;)u, ainl his Ih’.giiiua^e. By 
Maria I Kossliti With 

Frontuiprtci- hy DaNTK GaUKIKL Rov 
SETT l. Cr. 8vo., 35, 67 , 

Southey. -* Cork kspon de.ncb with 
Carolj.n'K Hov\i,ri>, By R, Sou'rHKY. 
Edited hv E, Ijowde.v. 8vo,, 
WaUiwnek.— PRiMiTiY'L Music : an 
Imptiry ii.to the Origin and I'tevelop- 
rocut of Music, Skmga. Instruinenb!, 
Dances, and PaAtofnimrs of Savajge 
Race*. By Richard Walla trCHBB. 
With Musical Exarnple.s. «vo.. tar. 67 
Weet— W ills, and How' J*,>t iii 
Makr Thru. Witlt a Selection of 
Leading Cases. Fromispieoe. By B. 

B. West, Author of * Hi^-Hours with 
the Millionaires *. Fep. 8vo., 2s. 6 d, 
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?r ^\' An Original Meditoilon an«l 
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Max Muller.— Works by F. Max 

Mt 5 l.LKR. 

HlFHKRt I.KCTITKKS ON tMB ORIOIN 
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traied by the Religions of India. 
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iNTRonuniON TO THK ISaRNCS OF 
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the Royal Institution. Cr. 8vo. .gr. 6d 
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lAscturcs. delivered . before Uw >Cni 
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Lectures, deliyeied before the Util* 
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ANTHROFOLOOlCALKKLiaiON. TbcGif- 
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PHUOSOPior. deiivered at the R^flii 
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